Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



HARVARD COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 




THE BEQUEST OF 

EVERT JANSEN WENDELL > 

CLASS Oe l88l 

OF NEW YORK 



1918 



THE 



f ounirUnfl of tfje iWofjaM* 



A TALE OF THE REVOLUTION. 






^■HM 



« Aothor of <* Patrol of the Mottntaio,*' « Pnirio GtUdo.** ** Tho Yidotto,** <• Mild of tlw aanue,'' f te. 



NEW YORKj 
WILLIAMS BROTHERS, MORNING STAR OFFICS. 

NO. lot NASSAU STREET. 



^y 1848. 



A i- ; c- Q 4- . 4- h% 



HARYABO COLLEGE LIBRARY 

FROM 

THE BEQUEST OF 

EVERT JANSEN WENDELL 

1918 



Entered aeeordio; to the Act of CongreM, m the year 1848, by WilliaiiM Bfothen, ia tlie Clerk's 
Office of the District Court, for tiM Soutbera DSslnct of New York; 



.1 
« 






\ . 



THE FOUNDLING OF THE MOHAWK. 



CHAPTER I. 



THE DYING MAN's WILL. 



Not many miles above the present site of 
the village of Caughnawaga, there was, in 
1777, a massive, extensive stone building, 
called at that time, * Van Kempen^s* Castle.' 
It was reared upon the bluff bank of the 
Af bhawk River ; and it did indeed resemble 
a castle, and in stormy times, of which there 
were many in those days, it was used as 
Buch. 

In, reality, however, and ordinarily, the 
structure was used as a farm-house, or ra- 
ther, as a Manor house, for Abram Van 
Kempen, its owner and occupant, was a 
wealthy extensive landholder in that region, 
and many of his rich, luxuriant acres sur- 
rounded his residence. From the windows 
of his own domicil, he could see quite a vil- 
lage, composed of neat cottages, occupied 
by his teuiints, and those who were more or 
less associated with his business and inte- 
rests. 

This settlement which was, in the first 

instance, merely an agricultural one, did 

L. not fail to attract the attention of the petty 

> traders and gpeculalors, with which the 

\ ' 6oantrT viraniieH ; and toon after the pes- 



their neatness, extent, and productiveness, 
several ' stores' were located thereaway, 
and finally a church and a tavern were 
reared. 

All these circumstances contribated to 
make Van Kempr n's castle a place of con- 
siderable trade and notoriety. The Valley 
of the Mohawk, was the most populous re- 
gion of the colony of New York, if we ex- 
cept the region immediately contiguous to 
the great city. It was rich, also, in its ag- 
ricultural products, and offered many in- 
ducements to adventurers. 

The hous3 we have mentioned, was lai^, 
two stories high, and so heavy and solid was 
the masonry comprising it, that it could 
withstand the battering of heavy artillery. 
The windows were high, narrow, and shield- 
ed with stronjf ifon bars, thickly set ; and 
the ponderous oak doors were completely 
fill d with huge iron spikes, and secured by 
locks of the most undoubted construction. 

In addition to these formidable securitieii 
a tall stone fonce, of quarried granite, and 
covered with ceme ou edthei 

incloei deiv^ a and w< i 

dp ,al tywd 
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sloped toward the river, studded with lit- 
tle groves, and adorned with clumps of flow- 
ering shrubs. 

The enclosures, within which the castle 
was situated, was entered by means of se- 
veral gates, and they, like the doors of the 
dwelling, were strengthened by every ap- 
pliance that art and ingenuity could sug- 
gest 

Abram Van Kempen, the owner of the 
castle, and of the Mt lands sarround- 
ing it, was, at the time this narrative 
opens, nearly sixty years of age, feeble, 
worn and emaciated. He bad once pos- 
sessed a strong iron constitution, but he 
early made the acquisition of wealth the 
ruling object of his existence, and toil- 
ed and studied beyond the powers of his 
endurance. Now, in the decline of life, in 
the room of enjoying a green old age, in 
which to partake of the fruits of his labors, 
he was suffering from palsied limbs, soured 
disposition, and the prospect of a speedy 
and unregretted departure from the scene 
of his greatness. 

We say unregretted departure, for Ah- 



daughter of a deceased sister, her servant, 
or rather her waiting-maid, and demi-com- 
panion, a housekeeper, a matron of great 
experience, with a vinegar disposition, as 
all housekeepers have, and the servants be- 
fore alluded to. 

Hans Van Eempen was the constant 
companion of h's uncle, and he was in every 
sense a kindred spirit He was of a tall, 
slender build, with light grey eyes, hair of 
fiery red, a coarse, large mouth, an invete- 
rate pug nose, and sallow and sunken 
cheeks, and these features, added to an awk- 
ward, shuffling gait, a sheepish and diffi- 
dent banner, and a dread of society, made 
him appear like a changeling. 

Yet he was far from a fool — indeed so 
much so, that the knave predominated. He 
possessed as much low cunning as his uncle, 
was penurious to meanness, and was also en- 
dowed with no small share of courage and 
daring. 

For many years he had resided witn his 
uncle. He bad searched his character, 
studdied his foibles, espoused his preju- 
dices, and in fact used every effort to secure 



rtm had not many friends, in fact, no real his confidence, and he had succeeded to a 



ones. He was always miserly, and never 
scrupled to resort to low, unmanly acts to 
forward his views ; and beside, faia nature 
was ever cold, unsocial, and morose. It 
may be easily seen, therefore, that nothing 
but interest, the power of gold, could attach 
Any one to his person or his fortunes. 

Van Kompen was married in early life to 
a young lady of the Massachusettes colony, 
whose only dower was a beautiful person, a 
ooltiftted, sensitive mind, and a proud, but 
gooOTOUfl disposition. From some cause 
that was never explained, the marriage 
proved unhappy, and the cruel and callous 
Imbaiid absolutely drove his wife from be- 
neath his roo£ Where she went no one 
knew, and her fate had long since ceased to 
W a natter of discourse. 

if we except a large rttinue of servants, 

an ii^parable attachment to the establish- 

neiil of a Dutch settler in the region of the 

Mohawk, in the times in which we write, 

. Van i I fiumly waa ilL Ik eon- 

dofJ iU;a& 1 isw, H 

1 Sj H I 



charm. The rich landholder was childless, 
BO far as he knew or cared, and determined, 
therefore to make Hans his heir, and the 
representative of a long line of Van Kern- 
pens, afler his demise. 

Viola Fordham, the niece, was a most 
lovely girl, of some nineteen years, and she 
bloomed in the cheerless mansion of her 
uncle and guardian, like a rose in the de- 
sert She was eminently beautiful, with 
dark brown hair, hazel eyes of almost su- 
pernatural brightness, a fair, clear complex- 
ion, lips of the richest red, and teeth of 
daszling whiteness. Her form was large 
and full, but there was nothing bf coarse- 
ness about it; it was, in fact, most exqui- 
sitely moulded. 

The mother of Viola had married an Eng- 
lish officer, who visited the country during 
the French war, ai.d who, immediately afler 
his union, returned with his bride to Eu- 
rope. He continued to i aide there until 
his deatht which occurred a few years aAer 
] in I ■ wifowith her 

« la Awartea, tha 
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possessor of an extensive fortune, and took 
up her abode with her brother. 

Afler being comfortably settled at the 
castle, she devoted herself to the education 
of her daughter, in which task she labored 
continually until her death, which happened 
two years previous to the date of this tale. 
In her dying moments she entrusted her 
child, and her immense fortune, to the care 
and custody of her brother. 

Like most of the men of wealth and aris- 
tocratic pretensions, Van Eempen was a 
Tory. He was a most bitter and virulent 
one too, and nothing but his age and his in- 
firmities prevented him from taking the field 
in his own person. He cursed the Whigs, 
as an unprincipled rabble, whose object was 
the subversion of all order and government, 
that they might be enabled to plunder the 
rich and fortunate. 

Hans, of course, echoed the sentiments 
of his uncle. His narrow mind could not 
comprehend the truth and nobleness of pa- 
triotic principles, and he oflen thought with 
delight upon a red coat, a tall plume, and 
the unrestrained privilege of murder and 
robbery amongst his Whig neighbors. Al- 
though he would undoubtedly have profess- 
ed Whig principles, had his uncle taken the 
lead, yet, in^ this case, his sentiments and 
natural prejudices were in favor of the 

King. 

He already look upon himself as the pos- 
sessor of his uncle's wealth, and had more 
than once chalked out the course he should 
pursue, when he in fact took possession of 
his expected dower. 

Early one bright morning in April, the 
family of the castle were aroused from their 
•lumbers by the appearance of unusual and 
very alarming symptoms in the rich old 
landholder* The family physician was im 
mediately summoned, and declared soon af- 
ter his arrival, that the life of his patron 
could be prolonged but a few days at farthest 
This was appalling news to the miser, yet 
he was forced to credit it; and, in order 
that all things might be prepared during bis 
lifii, according to his wishes, he at once 
sent for a lawer to arrange his will. 

Hani hianelf attended to this lequest. 
1a 17779 iaivjeii weie not so much abun- 



dant as at the present day, and to procure 
one was oflen a matter of difficulty. Ab- 
ram Van Kempen was withal a man of no- 
toriety, and he must needs have one of no 
small celebrity. Albany was therefore the 
nearest point at which one could be pro- 
cured, and to Albany Hans posted as fiist 
as the limbs of a fleet horse could convey 
him. 

Arrived there, he was recommended to 
one John Fozzle, whose qualifications 
seemed most likely to meet the emergency. 

Fozzle was every inch a lawyer, not only 
in professional keenness and sagacity, but 
all his feelings, all his instincts — his ambi- 
tion—his desires — his talents, delighted in 
the mazes, the perplexities, the schemiog^v, , 
the trickeries of litigation. 

He was some fifty years of age, smaH in 
statnre, taciturn, yet possessing an eye and 
a mind that comprehended all the points and 
bearings of any matter presented to hun, 
with the quicluiess of lightning. In his 
management he was cool, quiet, and stealthy 
yet scarcely seeming to know his own, x>t 
his clerk's situation. 

Fozzle accompanied Hans to Van Kern- 
pen's castle. In a little time after his arri- 
val, he was seated beside the dying man s 
bed. 

The occasion that had called the attor- 
ney to the place was alluded to by Ab- 
ram. 

* I believe,' he said, faintly, < that these 
cursed Whigs (God forgive me for profii- 
nity) have not yet subverted the laws of the 
land, and as I have but a few moments to 
live, or rather, but a few da.ja at farthest, I 
am desirous of disposing of my temporal 
'matters.' 

< I suppose you desire a will of me ?* re- 
plied Fozzle. 

* I do.' 

Parchment was forthwith produced, the 
writing implements, and after the prelimi- 
naries were all arranged, the attorney said : 

* Now express your desures regarding 
your property, and I will incorporate them 
in this instrument' 

' It is an easy matter,' replied Van Eem* 
pen; ^exeeptioga 
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other trifling mattera, I shall leave my ef- 
fects to my ne| hew, Hans Van Kempen.' 

' Are yon chfldless P asked Fozzle. 

Abram started. 

^lam.' 

* Were you ever married?' 
The sick man stared. 

* Why do yon ask me that P 

* It is important that I should know.' 

< Yes, 1 was married.' 

< And your wife is dead P 

Abram hesitated, but finally answered : 

* She is.' 

The will was fintlly completed in due 
form. Fozzle had bt-en informed that his 
client was wealthy, but the extent of bis 
possessiuns, as they were enumerated and 
described to him by Abram, absolutely star- 
tiedhim. 

He could not help exclaiming, mental- 

' What an tmmense property ! Every day 
increases its value. This Hans Van Kem- 
pen is truly fortunate!' 

* I have another matter,' said Abram, af- 
ter the will was signed, duly witnessed, 
«nd the room cleared. 

* Mention it,' said Fozzle. 

* When my sister died, some two years 
since, she made me the guardian of her 
daughter, who is now an inmate of my 
house. She also placed in my hands her 
fortune, which is very large, and which she 
is totally unqoalified to manage. In view 
of my present situation, cannot I appoint a 
new guardian, and a new agent for the cus- 
tody of the money P 

* Of course/ 



* Without her consent ? 

' She had better be consulted.' 
' Is it absolutely necessary ? 

* Perhaps not' 

' But are you sure.' 

* Yes ; quite sure.' 

< Then I appoint Hans as her guardian 
and agent' 

* How old is your niece P' 

* Somewhere about nineteen.' 

' YIHien does she come into possession of 
her property ?* 

* When she marries.' 
' And not before f ' 

* No.' 

' And in case she never marries ?* 

' It reverts to me and my heirs.' 

Fozzle smiled, but the sick man did not 
observe it The matter was duly arranged, 
and Hans Van Kempen was appointed the 
guardian and agent of his fair cousin, Vi- 
ola Fordham. 

Alter receiving his fees, Fozzle resumed 
his journey home ; but before he left that 
delightful region of country he resolved to 
spend a day or two at the little ino, in the 
settlement 

In a few days after the departure of the 
Attorney, Abram died. If there was not 
much grief exhibited at his funeral, there 
was much of pomp displayed, and the at- 
tendance was numerous. 

Hans Van Kempen at once assumed a 
new character. He was suddenly trans- 
formed into a great man^— the great man of 
that rich region. 

He was the patron of the settlement of 
Van Kempen's Castle, and the possessor of 
immense wealtb. 
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CHAPTER 11 



THB FODNDUNO. 



At the extreme eastern part of the aet- 
tlenieiit of V&n Eenipen'a Castle, shelter- 
ed from the wiods of the south and norlli, 
and Irontinf the auDiif and genial south, 
was a log cottage of Boraewhit lumaual 
dimensioDs, and which at once drew the 
attention of the passer bf, on account of 
the superior neatness and taste everywhere 
dnplajred about it 

The windows and doon weie trellissed 
with sweet vioes, and a neat paling of 
pointed faggots complete!; enclosed it, pro- 
tecting a small but luiurlaat lawn from 
the depredations ef strolling cattle. At a 
little distance in the rear was an ample 
vegetable garden, and even this homely 
and neglected spot bore ample traces of a 
TOfioed and gentle hand, for eveij spare 
tfpace not appropriated to vegetables of tlie 
esculent kind, was carefullj planted with 
floweis, which, in their season, emitted a 
delicious odor, and unfolded ihoir gorgc- 
oos and variegated petals to the bright 
nys of the sun. 

The building itself was of superior 
irorkmaDShip and finish. It was compact 
and Gooveiiiently anengGd,and bore about 
it an air of superlative comfort and content- 
inenL Its very eitemal seemed to speak 
of peace and plen^ within. 

It was the residence of Edward Fielding, 
ft somewliat aged man, who had long been 
in the HTrice of Abram Van Eempen, as 
«£ald laborer. By his rtrict economr, his 
failhfli^pw, and the watchfulneM that ha 
ijgft$g9i Sat kii Dutfer's intsiM^ he 



secured his eonSdesce, and bad been ft 
vored with many {>rivilegea. 

Fielding was a descendant of the [nl- 
grima, and partook largely of their peculiar 

LcteriiticH. He was deeply impressed 

a love of whig principles, yet knowing 
the impotence of his influence, he had 
carefully concealed his sentimentB &om luf 

oyer. 

B bmily was composed of his wift, 
who occupied the cottage, a dan^ter, a 
blooming and modest maiden, the attendant 
of Viola Fordham at the Castle, and a 
youth (rf* some nineteen years, known in 

leighborhood as the " Foundling of the 
Mohawk," though he had been christened 
by his self-constituted guardian by the 

3 of Bryan Blonday. 

3 one could pass a day at the settle- 
ment of Van Eempen's Castle, without the 
confident conviction that Bryan Blonday 
was me of the moat importuit gfnsonages 
of the place, for either fbr good or bad, 
for praise or censure, hia name was apon 
the tongue ef e<rery gonip, and every youtii 
and maiden. 

Biyan was a remarkable young man, &a 
though a boy in years, there waa that in 
bis precocious nature, auchanair of noble- 
ness in his carriage, auch evidences of 
thought and intellect in his language, that 
he had become the companion of men, and 
one possesBed <^ more than a usual share 



When but ft few tnonthi old, Fialdiof 
discovered lum, wannly cladi, and iftfbly 
bflibiwedinabo^ i^/m Qwbvikivrtti* 
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river, near a place of his usual labor. The 
box also contained a small supply of cloth- 
ing, a gold ring of peculiar formation, 
and a note addressed to the honest laborer, 
in which he was requested to rear the 
child, name him Bryan Bloaday, and retain 
the ring in some safe and secure place, until 
the infant was of an age to mingle in the 
world, and theifto present it to him as the 
gift of his mother. 

This singular trust Fielding had most re- 
ligiously fulfilled. He bore the child to his 
home, placed it under the charge of his 
excellent wife, and now that he had ac- 
quired the stature of manhood, he felt that 
his afiection could not have been greater 
were he his own child. He had been scru- 
palonsly trained and educated, and the seed 
kad fidlen upon good ground, and brought 
Ibith its hundred fold. 

Tn the early times of which we are talk- 
ing, the means of procuring an education 
were of difficult attainment Indeed, but 
▼Biy few enjoyed them, but fortune favored 
Bryan, for his protector proved a most com- 
petent instmctori and hie mind was early 
filled with solid and useful facts. At lengUi 
Abram Van Kempen was forced to procure 
% professed teaoher for his nephew Hans, 
and Fielding prevailed upon nis employer 
to fuflfor the foundling to partake of his in- 
■tmctional provisions. 

To this arrangement Abram consented, 
•0 loon as he ascertained that it would be 
the occasion of no additional expense. 

For several years, therefore, Bryan was 
dai^y in attendance at the Castle. He 
■oon became a fiivorite with the teacher, 
who chaneed to be a man of excellent 
mind and principlee, and who early disco- 
vered that his yoang pupil poss es s ed tal- 
ents of the highest order. He gave him 
eveiy advantage in his power, and the re- 
salt was that he made such proficiency as 
left Hans fiur in' the backgroand. 

This circumstance was eventoally pro- 
ductive of much mischief, for it excited 
jea]< of Abram, and tranafbrmed 



tention arose, which will be explained in 
its proper course. 

As we have said, Bryan Blonday was 
at the time of which we treat some nine- 
teen years of age. He was of a slight 
figure, one that would at a first glance be 
called very slight; yet a careful observa- 
tion would show that there was an abund- 
ance of full, well rounded muscle, and a 
true and classic symmetry of figure, deno- 
ting strength and agility. His features 
were handsome, and wore an expression of 
that keen and active mental energy of such 
vast utility in times of excitement and dan- 
ger. His forehead was full and broad 
and rather high, the eye black and keen, 
and the mouth of that kind denoting firm- 
ness and decision. His hair was bright 
and sunny, and scarcely threw a shadow 
upon his pale cheek. 

There was an indescribable grace, purely 
national and easy, in all the movements of 
the young man. There was none of the 
stifiness and awkwardness usually observ- 
ant in backwoods youdi about him, but in 
any and every society he was graceful, cool 
and interesting. 

Such was Bryan Blonday in person, as 
near as we can describe him. He was 
equally as superior in mental endowments. 

His courage amounted to absolute dar- 
ing. From tiie first commencement of the 
quarrel between the mother land and the 
colonies, he had espoused the people's cause, 
and although the great mass of the people 
at Van Kempetf s Castle were Tories, he 
had publicly and earnestly avowed his 
opinions. 

His opinions, and his firmness in express- 
ing them, was secretly applanded by a few, 
among whom was his protector and friend. 
Finding, but during the lifb of Abram, it 
was a dangerous matter to be known as a 
Whig, and the Tories were, therefore, per- 
mitted to have it all their own way. 

The taste displayed about Fielding's cot- 



tage was Bryan's woHe. He bad erected 
the paling, he trained the vines, he trimmed 
y a bitter and relenUew eneoay.— the lawn, be pi J and watered the flow- 
boys grew older, and as liiey ap-jers. From 1 liest boyhood he had 

Snia]dM»d|M)thBrsabJsctoreoA.ldsli^itedin no ri^ tad hia te- 
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sighted guardian hailed with delight this 

unmistakeable evidence of the purity of his 

mind. 
For a year or two before the death of 

Mr. Von Kempen, that wealty man had re- 
garded Bryan with especial hatred. He 
had even desired Fielding to cast him off, 
and turn him loose upon the word, al'.edg- 
ing that he was a vipei^ who would eventu- 
ally repay his kindness with a sting. — 
Sometimes Fielding would allay his wrath 
by entreatie s, and sometimes by an unyield- 
ing display of firmness. 

The cause of this hatred was a partiality 
in the mind of his niece, Viola Fordham, 
for the person of this Foundling. For a long 
time Abram had determined to unite her 
fortune with his own, by a marriage be- 
tween her and Hans. Abram never thought 
or cared about the affections of the parties 
that he intended or desired thus to un te. 
He merely thought that in point of blood 
and property, Hans was the only person in 
that distant region worthy of her hand, and 
then he thought, too, that her fortune, con- 
sisting for the most part in ready monoy, 
would make an imposing and formidable 
addition to the power and^influence of his 
nephew. He had often instructed Hans in 
his intentions. 

Viola Fordham did love the Foundling. 

It was notoriously the talk in the whole set- 
tlement, and not a man or woman could be 
found who wondered at it Bryan was so 
handsome, so accomplisded, so bold, and 
evidently so much superior to his associates, 
that it could not be otherwise that that 
Viola should love him. 

Yet no on^ deemed it to be other than a 
youthful, thoughtful passion, which every 
one experiences a hundred times in life. It 
merely seemed a natural and decided pre- 
ference between playmates,that would leave 
no trace in after years. 

Ah ! how frequently the world misjudges. 
In fact they never look into philosophy, but 
jnmp at their conclusions under the influ- 
ence of wishes or prejudices. 

Viola Fordham did not love with a girl- 
ish passion. Under the excellent and ju- 
dieioQS training of her mother, her mind 
•hee^y mltiradi and iiie was a nmncRii 



in every acceptation of^he term. The so- 
ciety in which she lived, the scenery around 
her, the times, and the conditions of the 
communities, were also favorable to the 
early developemert of mental powers. 

She loved Bryan Blonday with a truthful, 
earnest passion. Her whole soul, and her 
whole heart, were devoted to his welfare, 
and she was never so happy as when in his 
company. Since her uncle's jealousy had 
been excited, her opportunities for meeting 
him had been very few ; but absence, in 
her case, had only increased the depth and 
fervency of her attachment 

There was a spice of romance in her dis 
position, indeed a large proportion of this 
sanguine and ardent ingredient ; and many 
of her happiest hours were spent in bright 
day-dreams, in which her lover was the 
prominent feature, and the engrossing char- 
acter. 

Bryan Blonday reciprocated this attach- 
ment Indeed, the boldness of his charac- 
ter, and the almost fierce strength of his 
powerful passions, caused him to regard her 
with a feeling that was a near approach to 
idolatry. For months his passion had been 
progres^ng from stage to stage, and at the 
time of Abram's death, he did not move or 
think, unless her image was present to his 
mind. In strains of earnest and impas* 
sioned eloquence, he had informed her of his 
feelings, and had not plead in vain, for evi-' 
deuces of their acceptability. With a fuel- 
ing of burning impatience, he was awaiting 
the arrival of a time when he could claim 
her hand as his own. 

The attempt to keep lovers apart, is, in 
general, a useless one; especially if they 
are of the determined and resolute class, at 
were Bryan and Viola. The youth had 
been forbidden to visit Van Kempen's Cas- 
tle, sr the grounds in its vicinity^ by the 
crusty Abram ; yet he had managed, by the 
assistance of one of the landholder's ser- 
vants, to communicate occasionally with 
the object of his adoration. When Abram 
paid the debt of nature, it seemed that for- 
tune d fiivored him, for he did not doubt 
butjall ns, regarding his movemmita 

and his e ^rpnld cease. 

Inl leetiBedtodiBappi 
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ment Abnun Vai^empen had transmit- 
ted his hatreds and hits jealousies, as well 
as his broad acres, and Hans was his sole 
heir. 

The nephew had determined to drive bis 
poor and almost unfriended rival from the 
field. 

*I must bestir myself now,' said Hans, as 
he was sittings in his uncle's usual room, a 
few days after the burial. ' I am now th • 
possessor of vast wealth; aye, and tlie mas- 
ter of innumerable vassals. It is in my 
power to crush this Biyan Blonday, this 
namele s fouDdling, who seems tu be so un- 
usual a favorite in this settlement. With- 
out doubt, the poor fool thinks himself cer- 
tain of the love of my fair cousin, Viola, be- 
cause, from unavoidable circumstances, she 
has tolerated his presence. 1 am her guar- 
dian iiOW|-a|id ohall at onco enter upuu luy 

duties !* 

• Small minds always over-estimate their 
power and advantages. The complacent 
Hans supposed that nothing could be easier 
for him, than to execute what he had re- 
solved upon. With him, wealth constituted 
might, right, and justice. 

* I may as well,' he thought, pursuing his 
reflections, *see her at once, and inform her 
of her uncle's arrangements in regard to 

her.* 

And after summoning a servant, he or- 
dered Viola to be informed of his desire for 
an interview. 

Viola had not been ignorant of her uncle's 
designs regarding herself and Hans. She 
knew that her marriage with her doughty 
cousin had been a favorite project with 
him ; and it is scarcely necessary to inform 
the reader, that she recoiled ftom such a 
prospect with disgust Although she felt a 
proper interest in her cousin's well-doing, 
she could not forbear contrasting his awk- 
ward and inferior appearance, and his nar- 
row, sordid mind, with the noble bearing 
and generous impulses of Bryan. 

She felt th it she would as soon wed an 
ogre as her cousin, Hans Van Kempen. 

She obeyed the summons of the servant, 
and hastened to meet Hani>. She had long 
desired an interview, for she knew nothing 
of hu uncle's tnangements in ngud to 



herself, and felt a natural anxiety upon 
that subject She supposed that Hans de- 
sired to see her in relation to her own 

affairs. 
The new proprietor of Van Kempen's 

Castle received her very graciously, yet 
with a ludicrous dignity. He very politely 
conducted her to a seat, and assumed all 
the airs thdt could show him as the con- 
scious proprietor of the establishment 

Viola knew her cousin's character, and 
was not surprised at his foolishness. She 
accepted the seat appointed to her, with be- 
coming gravity, and then calmly awaited 
the commencement of the conversation* 
Hans did not keep her long in waiting. 

' Of course,* he said, * sincp the death of 
our uncle, there must be a new administra- 
ti<>n of affairs, and I suppose you desire to 
know something couceming them.' 

' I do.' 

*You know that your fortune, left you 
by your mother, as well as the guardianship 
of your person, was entrusted to him ^' 

*To be sure.' 

^ Well, before his death, he was pleased 
to appoint me as the guardian in his place, 
and the money is also with me.' 

* Indeed ! and by what right d d my uncle 
make tjiese arrangements, without my con- 
sent?' 

Viola was alarmed. Besides, she was in- 
dignant She saw, at once, the advantages 
that Hans would thus obtain over her, and 
she knew him too well, not to fear him. 

*0h!* said the nephew, coldly, * he had 
an undoubted right to do so, as the Attor- 
ney informed him. Without doubt, he was 
influenced by a desire to benefit you V 

* He ought, at least, to have consulted me.* 

* True ; but I hope you dj not feel dis- 
satisfaction at the appointment he b!ls made. 
I hope I need not assure you that I wi'l, in 
all things, be governed by your comfort and 
wishes.' 

Viola knew not what reply to make. She 
teas dissatisfied, but upon a little refleetion» 
she deemed it to be most prudent to keep it 
to herself: she therefore said: 

* I hope you wilL' 

* Of course I will !* cried Bum, deliglrted 
with her seeming psesivBaesSi * Ym BUHt 
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know, Viola, that yoa are very near to me. 
We have lon^ been members of the same 
family, and— in— of a truth, Viola,!— I feel 
as if we ought to be— a— on very friendly 

ternM !' 
The rich blood mantled the girl's cheek. 

This was approaching a disagreeable sub- 
ject, a subject that she dreaded. She did 
not like the expression of her cousin's coun 
tenance, either ; for, as far as it was capa- 
ble of expression, shs saw that the hateful 
marriage project of her deceased uncle had 
met wiUi favor at the hands of Hans. 

< We shall be near enough,' she said has- 
tily, *yet I should have thought that my 
uncle would have entrusted me with my 
own affdirs; lam sure that I am now of 
sufficient age.' 

< Of age enough, perhaps, but then you 
lack the judgment and experience necessa- 
ry for its management' 

* Indeed ! I can scarcely see wherein you 
have the advantage in respect to those quali- 
fications.* 

*You forget that your sex disqualifies 
you for the management of monetary affairs.' 

•Then a woman should know nothing of 
her own business ?* 

« Not that, exactly ; but then, they should 
alWays have a guardian, a protector, if you 

please !' 

And Hans attempted a smile. 

*And always in bondage P returned 

Viola. 

* You purposely misunderstand me,' said 
Hans; * I said nothing about bondage; I 
alluded to a husband.' 

Again Viola recoiled before the hateful 

matter. 

* I hope, and indeed it is reasonable to 
hope, that you, like all other of the women 
of our land, will select for yourself a guar- 
dian who shall also be a companion,' con- 
tinued Hans ; and with a sort of spasmodic 
motion he moved his chair nearer to the 
shrinking gu-l, and attempted to look at her 
with an air of tenderness and regard. *I 
do, Viola ; I could wi«h ; nay, I do wish, 
that I might direct your choice !' 

< Does that privilege pertain to your duty 
ai goaidiaa F asked the girl, with spirit 
. «No^biifcitptit»tiiftodM-Hif— Ihofavi 



I entertain for you !* i^tammered Hans, wi 
{Hng the perspiration fW>m his forehead. 

Here was an avowal ! Plain enough too. 
Hans was in the field. Viola's worst fears 
were realised ! 

^He does not love me,' she thought, 'he 
is incapable of love ; it is on'y his desire for 
more wealth, that induces his insincere 
avowal. I will treat him with the coldness 
he merits.' 

^ Is not that a good foundation upon which 
to base my wish P asked Hans, seeing that 
she did not immediately reply. 

'This is no tine for trifling! I beg you 
would turn to some more agreeable subject P 
* 'Trifling!' repeated Hans slowly, and 
with emphasis; 'I assure you that I was 
never more in earnest Is it possible, Viola, 
that you do not know that I love you, and 
that it was the darling wish of our dear un- 
cle that we should marry ? 

The murder was out at last Viola Ford- 
ham was not lacking in firmness or prompt- 
ness. In a moment, she felt it was better to 
meet the subject now than to defer it 

' That is enough !' she said, as if fearing 
a tirade of tenderness and protestations. 
' Say no more. Let me tell you, Hans, that 
event cannot take place !' 
Hans was astounded ! 
What could the foolish girl mean-— to re- 
fute himy the Patroon of the mnnor of Van 
Kempen's Castle, and that too without a 
moment's reflection. She must be insane ! 

* You are hasty,' he said. ' You need 
time tor thought; all our interests point 

that way.' 

* I am not hasty,' replied Viola ; ' I hope 

you will never refer to the subject again. I 
can never wed you !' 

* Then I have been led into error,' Hans 
replied, not exactly comprehending what he 

said. 

* It is not too late to get right,' said Vi- 
ola, and with a somewhat distant adieu she 
left the room. 

Hans was beat For a long time he was 
incapable of connected thoughts, for his va- 
nity, his confidence, and his love of gold, 
were all wounded. Finally, he struck hk 
thigh a violent blow, and he exclaimed, with 
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* I see it all ! It is that cursed foondling 
that obstnicts my path. Nature has been 
more generous with him than with me, and 
Viola loves him! Ah! I can settle this 
matter. I am not to be toiled by this name- 
less adventurer^ that is indebted to charity 
for an existence* I know that women are 
pleased with handsome m^ and my cousin 
doubtless thinks that her wealth will an- 
swer for both. I will attend to this business 
in person. I will drive Bryan Blonday firom 
the settlement, and then YioU may recover 

her reason !' 
Tlie young Patroon was fairly aroused. 

It was indeed ridicolous, if he, with all his 



wealth, was not a match for Bryan, especi- 
ally in the matter of a lady^s hand. 

Viola returned to her apartment, rejoic- 
ing that the interview had terminated. It 
seemed to her that all would be sunshine 
thenceforward, for Hans would think no 
more of her, as she had positively forbid all 
hope. 

This was a comfortable conclusion, but 
alas ! a poor one. Hans Van Eempen was 
no despicable enemy. 

A combination of interests, more than 
any promptings of a generous or suscepti- 
ble nature, caused him to love his cousin. 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE 8ECRBT WATCH. 



Early in the morning of the day men* 
tioned in the last chapter, Bryan Blonday 
left his inviting bed, in the neat cottage of 
Fielding, and without an object, and reflect- 
ing opon the beauties of lus mistress, stroll- 
ed toward the more compact portion of the 
settlement 

In his walk, he met Carl Knipper, the 
servant at the castle, and the one whom we 
have alluded to as Bryants confidant 

Carl was a square-built, hardy-framed, 
red-faced, shrewd, generous-hearted Dutch- 
man, most devotedly attached to Blonday, 
and to the lovely Viola Fordham* He knew 
of their mutual attachment, and by his in- 
genuity and faithfulness had often enabled 
them to meet without the knowledge of 
Abnun. He had also been the bearer of 
many little notes between them; and he 
very justly regarded himself as one deeply 
interested in Bryan's welfare. 

Carl was considerably past fifty years of 
age, and a widower, yet he took a deep in- 
terest in all love matters. 

As soon as Bryan discovered his trusty 
friend a new thought struck him. He de- 
termined to see Viola. 

^ There is no impediment now,* he mat- 
tered ; * Van Eempen the elder is bestowed 
in the grave, and Hans cares no more for 
his cousin, then he does for his swine P 

< Qood morning, Carl,* he cried, approach- 
ing bis friend. * Where away so early ?' 

* Good morning, Master Bryan,* replied] 
Cariy coming to a fbll halt, and r inga| 



firom hui month. ' I have been to the river 
to look after my lines !' 
•And what luck, Carl?' 

• Dander I none at alL* 

Carl was a keen sportsman, and above 
all things delighted in Isaac Wahon's pas* 

time. 

• Rather early for the fish, is- it not ?* 

Bryant asked. • You are not usually unfor* 
tunate.' 

• It %8 early,* said Catl,V but then the 
weather is unusually fine, and I desired to 
try my luck.* 

•Carl,' said* Bryan, earnestly, * I am in 
need of your assistance once more. Can I 
count upon you ?' 

• To be sure you can, Master Bryan ; why 
do you ask me ?* 

• I did not know but you had changed 
your views. These are changing times, 
Carl ; don't you know it ?* 

• I shall never change in my friendship 
for you,' said Carl, with an impressive gee* 
ture. 'In what can I assist you ?* 

• I desire to see Viola.' 
Carl smiled. 

' Will you inform her ? Biyan continued* 
' Ask her to meet me in the little grove by 
the river bank, where we have met before* 
Will you do me this fiivor ?* 

< To be sure 1 will.' 

• And can you let me know her determi* 
nation?* 

'Yes. Whendmll meetyoa.^ 
•Ohiftti ] 

4 
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tbe wal], and find a red cloth suBpended 
from it, she will meet you.' 

* The old signal ; eh, Carl ? 

* Yes, I have preserved it, though for the 
matter of that it has been but little in ser- 
vice lately. To tell you tbe truth, I was 
afraid you had deserted the pretty Viola.' 

*Pdl)aw! Carl. Don't you know that I 
never desert my friends. I am truer-hearted 
than that would seem.' 

' I never doubted your heart,' said Carl ; 

* but then yon know love will not endure 
for ever, especially when it is always 
thwarted and opposed. I have tried it. Mas- 
ter Bryan.' 

' Indeed !' said Bryan turning to depart 

* Don't forget the signal, Carl, for I shall pass 
the north gate in the afternoon.' 

' I will not forget it, if there is any occa- 
■ion for it Something unforseen by us may 
prevent her consent' 

* Then hang out a white signal instead of 
a red one ;' said Bryan. * In this way I shall 
avoid suspense and uncertainty.' 

* A good i Jea !' cried Carl. * I will do so.' 
And Bryan continued his walk toward the 

inn of Van Eempen's castle, and Carl Enip- 
per walked leisurely toward Van Eempen's 
mansioa. A smile wreathed his ruddy lips. 

* Ah ! my God P he muttered, reverently 
closing his eyes, and elevating his han-'^s ; 

* if my master, Hans, was a gentleman like 
that gallant Br3ran, it would be a pleasure 
to serve him. Won't he make a husband 
for the proud Viola — proud and good !' 

The keeper of the tavern here spoken 
of, was another of Bryan's friends. Peter 
Schnapps, for that was the publican's name, 
was perfectly independent of the Van Eem- 
pen interest, for he was the owner of his 
house and lot, and, as was his pompous 
boast, owed no man a penny. Like Carl 
Knipper, he was a Dutchman, honest, oblig- 
ing, and careful, and in the pursuance of 
bis vocatioiii was the possessor of a flourish- 
ing trade. He was a Whig, a firm and de- 
cided one, though, like many others, the 
force of circumstances compelled him to be 

quiet. 
Bryan's g eniaii!y bearing, and above 

■enl I hiieloqii' bold. 



them, had strongly attached the \nn-keeper 
to his interests ; and he oflen swore most 
lustily, that the Poundling of the Mohawk, 
would become the great man of the settle- 
ment 

Toward the inn, which was a commodi- 
ous double mansion, built of logs, Bryan 
pursued his walk, as we have said. His 
mind was full of Viola Fordham, and the 
delights of his future interview, and he paid 
no attention to his whereabouts until the 
voice of Peter Schnapps soudded in hit 
ears. Then he turned and saw the publi- 
can standing in the door of the inn. 

* Are you the man to pass your old friends 
without a word, Bryan Bionday,' Peter ••, 
cried. 

Thus addressed, Bryan shook of his re- 
verie and said : 

* Indeed, good Peter, I had forgotten my- 
self. I had intended to visit you, but was 
about passing your door, so intent was I in 
thinking of other matters !' 

* Well, come in then. I have wished for 
you many a time these few days ^ ast, for a 
strange gentleman has made a great many 
inquiries about you— a very great many.' 

* A strange gentleman P said Bryan. 
I Who could it be, Peter ? I am sure that I 
am not known out of the settlement' 

* He was an attorney,* said Peter ; * a cu- 
rious man, indeed. He had been to visit 
the will of old Van Eempen !' 

* Did you learn his name ?' 
« Fozzle.' 

* And what did he want of me ?• 

* Come in, and then I will tell you alL' 

Bryan entered the inn, and seated him- 
self. Peter also took a chair, and when he 
had composed his limbs to his liking, he 

said: 

* Vou see, afler this lawyer had made old 
Abram's will, he came down to my house, 
and stayed several days. He was the most 
inquisitive man I ever knew. He almost 
blinded nic with questions. He n anted the 
history of every man in the place, and wo- 
man too. He gleaned all the particulars 
about Van Eempen's i lage, and finally 
( ledafUlli >n p ir own life.' 

IT * of Bit'' «k- 
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ed Bryan, with some considenble trep'iJa- 
tioD.' 

' Oh, jou were spoken of aa a great 
Whig, anii the on!* one in the eettli'ment 
that dare oppoM the Van Kempens. Afler. 
lie had beard this, he inquired all about 



' Was he ■ Whig 7 

' ThitB what ■!> one coald d: 
I believe he was.' 

' Wiiere iahe Dowj" ,-v. 

' Relumed to Albanjr; 1>othe w iillW'pIp 
again in a few da^s.' 

' And~£ir what object ?* 

.' He says he deajgas to settle i^^is t;- 
gioD.' "■ '^, 'J '' '".'■' 

' He miutibu Hin^tar man.' 

' Didn't l„W^at he ww0.».He is a 
onethoggli. 1 warr^j^.' If it ahouli 
torn put thU he teat ayWhl.', he wnuld 
4 great help to ui in ihisTorj region.' 

' True, When he dottt^lti/^, inform ine> 

' '-■--•- -^ t-wp^, 



ed. H'e moved from place to place without 
an object, but no sooner had he gained a 
position, then he desired another. 

No sitiktion is perhaps as unpleasant as 
an ardent lover waiting for au interview 
A'ith the idol of his heart 

ti I bII^ 'declined westward. 

W|^h eagpr steps. Bryan houndedrfremthe 

e lawn, and hastened toward the noith- 

vall ofthe caalle fence.' Ataoon aabe 

Id discover ilic gate, he saw t!iat a t«d 

^lolfi^waa fluttering from the post 

i^d his-hands, and ezclairaed: 




cottage and a^^)}A,< but he d eclin ed, eay' 
ing that heahould^^ nao\^J0^n\).\Ay 
before long." ^ '^^^^^, 

As Peter hadj^fo^ded his ^ 
tetnrned to ihAottige for i^ 



During. the meal he n 



""jKW^^atjb 



ful, his mind being filled witli.epeoulatibna 
regarding the BtTMS^. • ,/ i/i"- 

It waa a lonT-SM-r^dioW^momin; 
Bryan, not withstanding the -beouliea 
surrounded him. The winter, long 
glo imy in these latitudes, bad disappeared, 
•nd bright and balmy apring had asserted 
ita dominion. Thabadsof early vegctatio: 
were emiting their fragrant pcrfuuie, iht 
WB'Cra glanced brightly in the sun, end thi 
birda of that clime had returned to their 
wonted haunts. 

< Willsljerceet me?* 

This question he asked liimseif a ihon 
■and times. 

'Will she meet me?" 

And he would watch the sun, and eX' 
elaim against 'the tardiness of bia move 

B* «u ntOtm, imtabl^ ud diacontent' 



i-B delightful relief to his ex- 

cited feelings. 

She taUl meet me, and I am happy !* 
^jLrid,he returned to his home, toawsittha 
in the solitude of bit 
Hia head was so full of re- 
:ou Id not tolerate society. 
Seated ftlthp liille t>hle by bis bedside, 
ijie amuaed-Mj^self, tfd whiled away the 
tir^, in examining tha little keepsakes that 
Viola had fiiven him, and in re-reading her 
billets, which he bad already perused a thou- 
sand tlmea. Alter all, he was enableAlo 
^scover new beauties in both the langnaga 
kaA chirogmphy. 

Soon alter Bryan hid quitted the north 
Huns Ya6 Keinpen emerged from the 



iifjona stroll beside the rinr, 
Lik^ Bryan Blonday, he, too, was in Ibre! 

The'lieartofthe Patroon was agitated by 
several passions. He was a little sad, 

me angry, and immensely jealous. 

His eye caught the red cloth. 

* What the devif does this mean!' cried 

, gazing at it 

It perplexed him sorely. Any little inci 
dent in the least uiysterious will aggravate 

■ 1 see I' he said after a little reflection, 
'Sojne d — d Whig has placed v there as a 
mark of contempt for the Big of tnzlaod. 
I have it, it is Ihe work of that rascal Bryan 
Blonday !' 

or course, let the miachief be what it 
may, a jealoua man always attributes it to 
his rival. 

With very unamiabia Iwlings Ham Tta 
Kempan took tiia ololh ftom tltt gsto^ ud 
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as he was rending it into innumerable 
shreda, he exclaimed : 

* Ah! that cursed Bryan Blonday! Would 
that I could tear his heart in the same man- 
nerT 

After the signal was demolished, the 
lage of the Patroon cooled. He threw the 
fragments upon the ground, and then pur- 
sued his walk. 

Hans indulged in a long reflection upon 
the banks of the river. He revolved in his 
mind a hundred plans for the removal of 
his rival, but none of them seemed iiK€}y to 
effect his purposes. 

* Curse him !* he exclaimeil, 
handsome face, and bold address, Viola 
Fordham would be mine without an effoit. 
Aye! and so would her fortune.' 

Hans turned to go home. As j^e ap^ 
proached the gate, he saw the fraj^nents of 
the signal upon the ground, and once more 
his thoughts reverted to it, and the manner 
in which he discovered it 

' It is mysterious,' he muttered. ' If any 
one had desired to insult me, they would 
have placed the emblem where I would 
most likely discover it This rag might 
have fluttered unobserved a hundred years, 
but for the merest accident What can it 
mean?* 

And in a moment the Patroon was seated 
upon the grass in a brown study. 

*I have it!* he cried at length, jumping 
up under the influence of some powerful 
excitement ' I have them now ! By 
Q — d it is a signal ! I'll sift this matter to 
the bottom !' 

And Hans opened the gate, and ran up 
the yard like a furious madman. 

Near the entrance to the mansion he dis- 
covered Carl Knipper. He instantaneous- 
Ij halted and called hioL 

'Carl Knipper, come hither.' 

Carl felowly approached. 

* Listen to me,' said Hans endeavoring to 
appear calm. *Tell me the truth, too, if 
yoa value your ears.' 

Carl was as calm as a moonbeam. 

*Do you know aught of a red cloth 
ondied toagata? 

009L Notamnaotomovodt 



* Yes,' he answered promptly. 

*What does it mean? Who placed it 
there?' 

* I did,' replied Carl. 

* For what purpose"? 

* As a signaL' 
' Well, go on ! What the devil do yoa 

stop for !* exclaimed Hans, almost bursting 
with impatience. 

* As a signal for Peter Schnapps,' answer- 
ed the servant, who had onlj hesitated in 
Order to think of an excme. 

* And what are yoa exchanging signals 
with Peter Schnapps for?* 

* To tell him that I would go on a fishing 
voyage to-night,' answered Carl. 

'The devU!' exclaimed Hans, and re- 
treated to his own room. Tolly believing the 
assertion of his 'servant 
. Carl was a diplomatibt I{ehad|ipdJ[q|t- 
ily, but he had lied in character, and he 
succeeded.' .■ 

'More moonsliine after all,' exclaimed 
Hans, throwing hunseif ints« great chair, 
that had been his uncle's favorite. * Oh ! if 
it had been the work of that*3(7&n) or a 
signal between him and Viola, it should 
have dK|^^ife.' . 

Ai^A iS^Wijction consoled the Patroon. 

•^Ukw *^^^ Viola,' he exclaimed. *In 
the most silent and secret manner I will 
keep a strict watch upon all her movements. 
Let me once detect her in a correspond- 
ence with the Foundling, and by the God 
that made me, it shall fare ill with her.' 

Carl returned to the kitchen immediate- 
ly after the departure of his master, and 
with the society of his short black pipe, he 
chuckled over the success of his falsehood. 

* It will do,' Carl would xiutter. * Let 
the poor young people meet It is not 
right for Master Hans to interfere.' 

The first l^amsof the bright April moon 
found Bryan Blonday seated in the little 
grove where he had appointed to meet Vio> 
la. A few feet from him flowed the tran- 
quil river, soothing the excitement of his 
mind by its low and gentle murmur. 

* She will come,' he thought, * Viola ii 
tnie to her word. A ibw oKMnenta more 
and die will be beside mt.* 
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Bat Bryan was kept a long time in wait- 
ing. Indeed, his patience was most se^ 
verejy tried, and once or twice hope entire- 
ly deserted him. Then he would remem- 
ber the earnestness of Viola's love, and his 
epirits would at once rise, and he exclaim : 

* She will be here ! I would risk my life 
upon her faithfuluess.' 

It was a long time before Viola could 
leave the precincts of the Castle unob- 
served. The housekeeper must be avoided, 
the servants shunned, and a dozen little 
perplexities surmounted, but at last she 
avoided them all, and closely muffled in her 
shawl, she tripped lightly down the lawn, 
toward the northern gate. 

The faithful Carl was there to let her out 

*Now I will remain here,' he s-iid, * until 
you return. If there is anything occurring 
I will whistle, and then you must remain 
within the shelter of the grove, and on no 
account make your appearance. You can 
easily hear me.' 

Viola thanked the faithful old man for his 
ingenuity, and then hastened toward the 
grove. Bryan heard her light and rapid 
footfall, and the blood rushed swifl y through 
his veins. 

<I was right,' he thought * Viola is 
coming.' 

In a few moments she was folded in his 
arms! 

*Ah! dearest,' exclaimed Bryan, when 
his excitement had somewhat subsided, * this 
is indeed a bliis and a faithfulness that more 
completely endears you to me. When shall 
we meet thus, to part no more whilst life 
remains ?' 

* Alas r said Violi», • I know not' 

' But sure'y,' urged Bryan somewhat ve- 
hemently, ' the death of your uncle has left 
you free to act as you choose ? 

*No.' 

* And why ?' 

* He has appointed another guardian.' 
The countenance of the youth fell. 

* Is it possible,' he exclaimed, * the malig- 
nity of that man will pursue me after his 
death r 

* Alas r said Viola, « I am no more my 
0WO matter now than daring his life.* 
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* But who is your new gtMUpfiutF 

* Hans, my cousin.* .., 

' Great God !' exclaimed Bryan. ' Hat 
why do I speak. He could not legally de- 
pute the trust confided by your mother to 
him. It is but a mockery, and of no obli- 
gation whatever.' 

* But Hans avers to the contrary.' 

* Hans lies !' cried th^ youth. * It cannot 
be. It is but a device of his own, and for 
his own purposes. Believe him not, but' 
trust to me, I will not deceive you.' 

'•But you may be deceived yourself.' 
'Impossible. I know that 1 am right' 

' Would that it were so,' replied Viola. 
' I dread the power of my cousin Hans, and 
he has already propose<l himself as my hus- 
band. I trust, however, that he will no 
further uage his suit 

Bryan was alarmed. He thought of the 
wealth of the young Patroon, of his power- 
ful interest, and he knew him to be most 
unscrupulous. He gazed into the face of 
his mistress with a sorrowful expression* 
He was truly despondent 

' Why are you so sad ?* asked Viola. 

' Have I not enough to make me sad f 
said Bryan. ' In wealth and power I am 
no match for your cousin, and if he has 
eam?stly proposed to you, you may rest as- 
sured that he will not tamely give you up.' 

' But, dearest, I promptly and determined- 
ly refused him. I told him that our union 
could never take place.' 

'No matter for that, it will only stinmlate 
his efforts. Hans hates me. He will par- 
sue you in order to pain me, if for no other 
reason. I know him, and am confident that 
he will endeavor to compel yoo to the alli- 
ance that he desires. He does not care for 
your love. He only desires success and 
the possession of your wealth.' 

'But surely, Bryan, you do not distrust, 
me ! Do you suppose that I can be forced 
to wed a man I disiike ? Hans Van Kem- 
pen does not attempt the thing!' 

Bryan was about to reply, bat a dirill 
whistle fiom the gate attracted his attentioD. 
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^ ^There is danger abroftdT exclaimed) hands. Let us remore fiuther within the 



Viola, in alarm. ' It is the signal oi the 
ikithfiil Carl Kni^per V 
^ * Whatdanger? asked Biyan. 
* Something that reqaires caution at our 



shadow of the grove f 

Bryan complied with the request, and the 
loveis seated themselres upon the rery brink 
ofthe river bank. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



STAR GAZING. 



Mrss Naomi Billious, a maiden lady of 
some My long, unmarried and unwooed 
years, was the housekeeper, or general su 
perintendant of the female department of 
VanKempen's castle. She had been in- 
ducted by Abram, and the kitchen sceptre 
duly placed into her hands, several years 
before this period, and for a long time the 
neighbors and servants supposed her to be 
the very goddess of good nature, affability 
and kindness* She was a prudent, careful 
manager, and very attentive to the wants 
and interests of her employer. 

The fact was, the old damsel was making 
a most desparate effort to entrap Abram in 
the net matrimonial, and the ' virtues that 
she practised, were only assumed for her 
especial purposes. 

There is no parrallel to the perseverance 
and patience of an old maid, whose hook is 
baited for a matrimonial victim \ No art, 
that promises the most faint hopes of suc- 
cess, is neglected ; no means, however un- 
scrupulous or indelicate, are passed over. 
Night and day, morning and evening, the 
brain is racked, and the ingenuity strained, 
to ensure success. 

But even the patience of an old maid can- 
not endure for ever. Naomi Billions ex- 
hausted all the arts known to women of 
her class, and even invented new ones — 
bat it was useless. Abram Van Eempen, 
the ungrateful dog, was both blind and 
deaf to all her excellencies. He never be- 
etowed even a smile upon her. 

JNaomi_e?eii f gave up in despair. 



With a proud curl of her lip, and a disdain- 
full toss of her head, she queted the hack- 
neyed lines — ■ 
'* Full many a flower is bom to bhish unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.' 

And then she mentally swore an awful ven- 
geance upon all mankind that came within 
her reach. 

As if by magic, the gentle, quiet house- 
keeper, was transformed into a vixen, a 
shrew, a she-wolf, a walking, talking, 
breathing, palpable vinegar cruet ! 

Did you never observe, gentle reader, how 
bitterly, how relentlessly, an ugly and wi- 
thered old maid hates every thing beautiful ? 
They devest the sunlight, the bright flow- 
ers, the lovely landscape, but, above all 
things earthly, they hate a lovely woman, 
more especially if she be young ! 

Viola Fordham, the lovely Viola, was the 
bane, the curse, the wormwood, of Naomi's 
existenee. She could not bear the light, 
the love-light, that beamed from her eyes, 
and she despised the bloom upon her 
smooth, round cheek. The malignity per- 
vaded her whole heart, and she had often 
hoped that some pestilence, or some dis- 
pensation of Providence, might throw an 
enduring blight on her charms ! 

Luckily, for the better portion of God's 
creation, the prayers of sour old spinsters 
ascend but a short distance ! 

An hour, or thereabouts, after the depar- 
ture of Viola, for the purpose of meeting 
Bryan, Hans entered the kitchen, where 
Miss Naomi was seeted in states Quah 



so 
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FieV.ingy the daughter of Bryan's kind- 
bearted protector, was sitting near her, en- 
gaged in reading. Sarah was VioIa*s as- 
sistant and companion, and to her Hans ad- 
dressed himself. 

* Where is ypar mistress ?* 

* fa her rooo^ I. suppose,' replied Sarah. 
The servan^.did not know of the depar- 
ture of h(^ mistress. 

' She is not there !' said Hans, sternly. 
^ I visited her room but a few moments ago, 
and it was locked.' 

* Perhaps she was in it' 

'She did not answer my summons.' 

'I know not where she is.' 

Naomi threw up her spectacles, and 
placed her arms a-kimbo. With her these 
movements were always indicative of men- 
tal excitement, and usually preceded a 
speech. 

' It is nothing to me, of coarse ;' she said, 
'but the blessed lord only knows what will 
become of the young lady, now that her 
guardian is removed. It does seem that she 
is bent upon destmction !* 

'Have you seen her this evening ?' asked 
Hans. 

' I have not She is — ^but no matter— it 
is not for me to say — ^I ought not — ^but no 
matter— ah !* 

And the spectacles were energetically 
pulled down upon her nose, and her head 
commenced a swaying motion. 

' If you know where she is, or if you have 
any Fusp'cioo where I may find her, speak 
out, for I desire to see her !' ^ 

' I am sure I don't know !* replied Naomi, 

and she hummed a tune in a monotonous 

\Voice. 

Hans left the kitchen. 

' I will find her ;' he said. ' I more than 
4Dutrust that she is at some place in the 
eoeiety of Bryan.* 

Afkd he walked down the yard, toward 
'the northern gate, peering into every bush 
and grove as he passed. 

Carl K nipper discovered him, and, as he 
had promised Viola, he whistled. 

Then he busied himself about the gate, 
and was apparently absorbed in some in- 
trieate uniavelnieiit of linei and ropef 
vbenHaM approached him. 



'What are you doing at the gate f^ asked 
Hans. 

'Waiting fbr Peter Schnapps!' replied 
Carl, continuing his employment with 
newed dilligence. 

' Yes, I had forgotten. Have you 
Viola to-night?' 

' I did.' 

' And where ?' 

' In the hall, at the castle. 

' Has she not passed this way ?* 

'No.' 

' Open the gate, and let me piss oat* 

Carl threw open the gate, and the Patrooo 
passed on in the diiection of the se tlement 

' I will find Bryan Blonday,' he said. 

And full of this determination, he passed 
on to the village, and entered the tavern, 
the shops, and thejj^res, in search of Bryan 
Blonday. 

But he could not find his rival. 

Two hours flew on rapidly over the heads 
of the lovers, seated in the grove. 

It befits not our purpose to detail their con- 
versation, but when they were admonished 
to part, by the lateness of the hour, they did 
so, with renewed protestations of eterml 
love. Many times did the delighted youog 
man press his fair companion to his busom, 
and many times did his lips meet hers ii 
impassioned kisses. 

At last they parted. Bryan retamed 
homeward witii a lingering step, and Violt 
hastened to the gate. Carl admitted her, 
and advised her to hie to her room wiih all 
haste, as the young Patroon had gone t0 
the village, and would undoubtedly retan 
in a short time. 

The girl needed no second bidding. She 
ran up the yacd with eager footsteps, but 
just as she was passing a bunch of bushes 
near the castle, a rude hand was laid upsf 
her shoulder, and the voice of her covsiOt 
thus addressing, startled her : 

' Wait a moment Viola— why such hutsP 
This is a bean iful evening, and I isonli 
converse with yoo, a few momenli^: n Ihi^ 
bright moojDiight Where have jim[i keaai 

Hans had- returned fVom the vflla^ - wdi 
gained the gnmnds of I cast e hf UOlkB^ 
gats than tho «ne < tried. 
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Viola was really terrified at the sudden 
appearance of H ina, as well as by the fierce, 
revengefal look his countenance assumed. 
She hardly knew what reply to make to his 
qnestion, but she stammered at a venture . 

' I have only been out for a stroll, and I 
beg of you to release me. It is late, and I 
would retire.' 

' Truly ! Am I not worthy of a moment's 
consideration ? If it were Bryan Blonday, 
think you you would be in such haste ? 
I And Hans peered into her face with a 
most malicious sneer, still retaining a hold 
upon her arm. 

* Shame upon you, Hans Van Eempen V 
exclaimed the maiden. ^ Release me, for I 
will not tarry with one that can so easily 
forget his manhood ! Release me, I say !* 

' Nay, listen T said Hans, somewhat abash- 
ed by the firm words of his cousin, and her 
•tinging rebuke — ^* listen to me — ^for dis- 
guise, and this offended air, will not avail 
you. I know all.' 

*Allofwhat?'* 

* You love Bryan B!onday, and for his 
iake you refused me ! I repeat it, you love 
Bryan !' 

'And iff do? cried the maiden sharply, 
coloring to the very temples. * What then y 
' And you have met him this night !' 
Viola was astounded. She could only 
axticulate : 

* Eavesdropper !' 

Her tone was expressive of the deepest 

scorn. 

* Beware, girl!' cried Hans, grasping her 

arm until the pain caused her to cry out 
* Beware, I say, or I. will crush Bryan Blon- 
day. From your childhood you were des- 
tined for my bride, and I will not surrender 
you to a renegade, a nameless, houseless, 
wandering vagabond,' who is indebted to 
my forbearance for his existence !' 

We have said that Viola was a girl ot 
spirit. These opprobrious epithets, bestow- 
ed upon one to whom she had just plighted 
Mr b^jUt, band, and adherence, and whose 
potuig kifli was yet warm upon her lips, 
mNHMed her whole soul. 
; WitbadesparateefiTort, she threw off her 
.covBiD^ gnmp, and drawing her fine fonn 
as lo ili fUi WshW die irrf iainwd t 



* Leave me, n^n! or I will call the ser- 
vants. For Bryan, who is absent, I scorn 
your base slanders, as I scorn the one that 
utters them. You are worthy of no other 
reply !' 

And, with the stateliness of a qneen, she 
moved off in the direction of the castle. 

Hans was left standing beside the bushes 
that had concealed him, rage, shame, and 
a desire for vengeance, rivetting him to the 
spot 

Viola entered the castle, and hastened to 
her room. As soon as she had displaced 
her shawl, and seated herself, the faitbfbl 
Sarah entered, and exclaimed: 

'I Jim so glad you have returned! — 
Master Hans has searched the castle for 
you, and I was fearful he would find you P 

* He did find me, Sarah !' 

* Alas r cried the girL 

' Cease your foolish fears. I do not (bar 
Hans Van Eempen. I possess quite as 
much spirit as he does !* 

« But Bryan ' 

^ ' For shame, Sarah ! Is Biyan Blonday e 
coward V 

'But you forget — Hans is rich and pow- 
erful !' 

*No matter for that — Bryan is proud, 
generous and noble, and beside all thst, he 
is a universal favorite with the people. My 
cousin, base as he may be, dare not harm 
himl'j 

Sarah was assured by the confident tone 
of Viola. She had been reared with Bryan, 
had been under the supervision of the same 
kind mother, and in fiict, she regarded him 
as a brother. She knew of his attachment 
to Viola, and she ardently desired the see* 
cess of his suit 

After the discourse had ended, botb Vio- 
la and her maid retired to their beds. 

A full half-hour elapsed before Hami Van 
Kempen left his stand, the spot where he 
had encountered Viola. The first words 
that escaped firom his excited bosom, were : 

* It is all out now ! They have met thie 
night, and are undoubtedly engaged. Will 
I not repay this proud and deceitful maiden. 
fur her scorn and deceit ?' 

Uajuleft theplaoeb the hatefal jplaee^ 
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where lie had met with a second chilling re- 
poise, and entered his home. He immedi- 
ately retired to his room, and there he 
brooded in gioamj silence over the pros- 
pects of his hopeless love. 

The more impossible a gratification 
seems, the more ardently do superficial and 
exciteable minds desire it This was the 
case with Hans. If the desires that he en- 
tertained towards Viola could be called 
love, then was his passion increased by his 
rebuff and the certainty of his rivaPs suc- 
cess. He felt that it was absolutely neces- 
sary to take prompt steps in the matter, or, 
before he was aware, Bryan and Viola 
would be indiBSoliibly united. 

How should he move ? What should be 
done? These were the subjects of his bit- 
ter reflection. 

There was but one way to succeed with 

The lovers must be separated^fiTectual- 
Jj and really separated, and in such a man- 
ner that they could not possibly corres- 
pond. ^ 

Could he effect this ? ^ 

At all hazards, he must make the attempt 

He would remove Bryan. Viola he want- 
ed near his own person, under the super- 
Tision of his own eyes. 

Could he possibly force Bryan to leave 
thevicini^? This was a very important 
question. 

He knew that Bryan was possessed of 
most obstinate courage. He had, upon 
more than one occasion, witnessed exhibi- 
tions of it Bryan might sneer at his at- 
tempts* and successfully bid defiance to 
his desires and his authority. 

On the whole, and after a long debate 
widi himself he determined to resort to 
bribery and duplicity in the first place. If 
they failed, there would yet be time enough 
to resort to force. 

# 

* Am I not rich P he queried. ' Can I 
better employ a small portion of my wealth 
tiian in the rteoval of my rival? And 
then, if I succeed, will not my investment 
be richly repaid by securi the fortune of 
1 haughty Vi Po: m?* 

'^ iwithsi y{ n 

IT • 



ning, he procured writing materials, and 

wrote the following note, directed to Bryan 

Blonday : 

Van Eempen^s Castle, April, 1777. 

' If my old friend and school companion, 

Bryan Blonday, will visit me at my house 

this afternoon, he shaU hear of something 

greatly to his advantage. 

• Hans Van Eemfen.* 

*Most capital!' exclaimed Hans, as he 
read it over carefully. 'A great idea. 
To-morrow morning I will send Carl with 
it, and to-morrow afternoon he will come. 
The note cannot fail to excite his interest 
It is a grand idea!' 

And Hans chuckled over his scheme. 

* Ofie thing more !* he said, after he had 
folded the note and directed it ' In what 
manner must I approach him ? I must be 
careful about that, for he is a proud, suscep- 
tible fellow. I will defer consideration on 
that point, for I am weary.' 

And Hans retired to his repose. 

Early in the morning Carl Knipper was 
sent off with the note, with careful instruc- 
tions to place it in Bryan's own hands, and 
not trust it to the care of others. 

* Shall I obtain an answer !' 

m 

* Of course.' 

And Carl dispatched. 

* Now, the devil is in this, sure enough V 
muttered Carl, when he had gained the 
lawn and was beyond the reach of hearing. 
' What has possessed my master, Hans, to 
write to Bryan Blonday ? Is it a challenge, 
I wonder ? Would he dare to fight him ?* 

Carl was sorely puzzled.* He pursued 
his way, however, and at the cottage of 
Edward Fielding he found Bryan. 

The young man was standing upon the 
lawn when the messenger approached him. 

* A note for you,' said Carl, a demure 
smile overspreading his features as he ex- 
tended the billet 

Bryan eagerly grasped it 

< From Viola ?* he asked. 

Before Cari repliedt he had opened the 
paper, and as his if e glanced apon the 
name at the bottom, his fbe fkce assumed 
an expression of lent HeelMHik 

head, and I: 

«1 I I ►. 
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Brym peniBecl the note. 

' I &m to take back an uewer,' nid Cul. 

' I will come ! Bbid Bryui, ' though I am 
free to confesa that thia ainguhr couitesy, 
aad thia auddenlj awakened interest, Bome- 
what surprises me. Yet yon ma; aay to 
Hans Van Eempen, that I will come. Per- 
haps I can get a glimpse at Viola by thia 

Carl retained, and reported the reply <^ 
Bryan to his master. Hans received it with 
delight. 

' I wonder,' he said, ^len the serrant 
left him alone, 'why th's plan has never 
fluggested itself before. It can hardly fail 
of anccesa, for Bryan must be aware that he 
is barihensome to Fielding, and be must 
also entertain a desire to move for himaeir 
in some higher sphere— some sitnation that 
holds out a prospect of honor and reward T 

Hans was no mean judge of the impolsei^ 
dioughts, and desires of the heart With 
moat men, be wonid have succeeded 
his Bchraiea, far they were well laid, and 
deep. 

All the morning he spent in arranging 
hie plan of attack upon Bryan. He even- 
tually fixed hia purpose, and sat himself 
down, impatiently awaiting the airival of 
hia guest. 

Now that he had finally resolved, he waa 
in' the greatest possible haste to execute. 

The afternoon was somewhat advanced 
befi>re Bryan appeared at the caslle. The 
moment he did, however, he was conducted 
to the apBTtment of Hans. On his way thi- 
ther, he looked about him in every direc- 
tion to discover Viola, but he did not see 



Hant was all smiles when hia ' old achoot- 
fbllow* entered the room. 
him a chair, and waa most paiticnlar 
attentions that ha pud him. Bryi 
eepted of hia civilities with the nlmoBt 
good-breeding, but more than once he fixed 
kia dark eye keenly upon the dissembler. 

* I have come at yoni request,' he aaid, 
'mben ttiey were alone and both seated : 
* mtij I b«g of yoD to make your bnainees 



for yon, for I bad began to think that 
you would never visit me of your owa 
choice.' 

JE is qnite probable that I never shall,' 
replied Bryan, prmnptiy. 

And may I ask the cause of this cold- 
s toward an old fiiend and an early com- 
panion ?• 

For some yean past, your uncle, fhtm 
ie cause that I never ascertained, re- 
garded me with great dislike. I supposed 
that this had descended from him to yon, 
for you have treated me coldly, and I am 
that wishes to intrude upon any 
man's hoapitality.' 

You are entirely wrong,' nid Hans, * en- 
tirely wrong, with regard to myself; and in- 
deed yon do my nnele injustice. He was « 
igobr man, Bryan, and be took sonM lun- 
brage at your poUtinl sentiments. For my 
part, I always regarded your Whig aympt- 
thiea as a boyM) wliim, that interest and 
mature years would dissipate. In Ui 
dying hoar, my uncle enjoined it upon ma . 
.to inunediatety assist you in some nseM ctr 
' ^ei -, fbr that purpose 1 have sent for yoa 
to-day r 

Bryan bowed, in token of his acknow- 
ledgementa. 

' I have a proposition to make to yon,* pur- 
sued Hans, '.and one that caonot iail to 
meet your approbation, I am sure.' 
1 will hear it,* said Bryan. 
Both my wealth, and my influence in th« 
proper quarter, places it in my power to pro- 
jreyoa a captain's commission in the Bti- 
sh army. This is a splendid opening fbr 
young man, such a one, in fact, as does 

Hans paused to witness the e^ct of hia 

Bryan was silent. 

' What do you think of it ?" asked Hans. ' 

' For your proffer of assistance, I thank 

you,' replied Bryan ; ' bat I duf think you 

knew me too well to make me such a pR>> 

position. We have been too long acquaint- 



*T«beaare,' 



1 Hans, delighted with 
■ to 



ed.' 

' How mean yon r* 

< I mean that lam a VMs— « thana^^ 
Wi^, w«ddtd hoHt and •OQl to ibiB nbvU 
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lioDy as 700 call it, and that I would despite 
the seiTice of the Briiiah monarch V 

* Really ? 

* Yea, truly ! and if we both liye^ Hans 
Van Eeropen, yon will fiud that it is not a 

Hans was disconcerted — ^thrown out He 
had not thought it possible that Bryan could 
xefose his offer. 

' I am disappointed,' he said. 

* It is your own fault' 

* 1 shall opt be partkular with a Ariend,* 
■aid Hans, determined not to surrender for 
090 repulse; 'I will establish jou in the 
miBrcantile line in New York*' 

'Hear me r said Bryan, emphatically. 'I 
repeat that I am grateful to yourself apd 
your unole for your good hutantions towards 
ine^ plft 1 decline your aasisluice entirely. 
Hj own good arms vp eiifficient to austain 
me, and when tiiey faiii let me perish.' 

* You surely do not meaa to spurn my of- 

* Not ipum themt but decline them.* 

* And you will receive no assistance ? 



* Not a penny !* 

* You are a singolar man !' 

' Quite so. Permit me to bid you a good 
day.' 

And Bryan departed, thus abruptly ter- 
minating the interview. 

Hans was defeated. 

* I> — n his pride !' he cried, as the re- 
treating footsteps of bis ' old friend' ceas- 
ed to echo upon his ear. * It shall be hum- 
bled ! By the gods, he spurns not only my 
offers but my person, and leaves the house 
as if there was contamination in the atmos- 
phere!' 

Rules that would apply to' common men, 
were totally inapplicable to the pioud and 
lofly soul of Bryan Blonday ! 

Hans had mistaken his man. 

* Force must decide it, after all !' said the 
Patfoon. * I am not to be moved from mj 
purposeP 

How should be apply his power. 

This was the question, brought about by 
the new phase of the aflairs. Haossatdowa 
to reflect upon it 
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CHAPTER V. 



ROTAL EDICT. 



' CuRSJS bis impudence !' cried Bryan, con- 
tinning his way home. ' Did he suppose 
he could deceive me ? Did he think me so 
base as to accept of a pension, to resign my 
claim and pretensions to the hand of Viola, 
for a sum of his base gold ?' 

The young man was indignant. 

Arrived at the cottage, he seated himselt 
Upon the lawn, within the shelter of a lilac 
bush. His mind was full of unpleasant 
thoughts, for, though brave to a &ult, he 
dreaded the machinations of Hans. 

' It is indeed high time,' he said, speak- 
ing his reflections aloud ; ' that I had en- 
tered upon a career. I feel that this com- 
parative idleness is unworthy of me, especi- 
ally in such a time as this. Evexy soldier 
counts for his country now, and beside that, 
fame may be had with proper efforts. As 
for the gold ,that Hans worships, I despise 

it." 
Whilst Bryants mind was thus agitated, 

his rival was plunged in the intricacies of 

dark thoughts. After a long reflection, he 

called Carl to his presence once more. 

Carl came. 

< See £dward Fielding at once,' said 
Hans, ' and inform him that I require his 
presence immediately.' 

Carl bowed, and departed in searoh of 
Fielding. 

* If hi continues to harbor this car,' mut- 
tered Hans, * he must seek fbr a hew home ." 
• Fielding was easily (bund, and he Inuh 
tened to obtiy tibo soniiBoas oif bis iietr ki^ 



' Sit down,' said Hans, when he entered 
his presence. *l wish to converse withyoa 
about Bryan Blonday.' 

Fielding knew that a mutual dislike ex- 
isted between Bryan and bis landlord, and 
his mind was at once filled with forebodings* 
These fears seemed to assure him that 
something was wrong. 

* I will listen,' he said. 

Hans felt that the subject was a delicate 
one to approach, and he manifested some 
trepidation. Fielding observed i', and said : 

* I hope you are not displeased with Bry- 
an!' 

I am displeased with him,' replied Hans, 
^ and well I may be, for he 'is a headstrong 
and obstinate fooL I have made him offius 
this day that would have turned the bead of 
any man in the settlement with joy, and he 
refused them in an insulting manner T 

« Indeed !' 

* It is the truth !' 

And Hans enumerated and repeated his 
offers to Bryan. 
Fielding was thoughtful 
< Now,' said Hans, * I call upon you to 
exact your influence with him, and if need 
be, your authority.' 

Fieldbg well knew 1 Bryan would 
never accept a ki] re and he 

and < ositioQS 

cantile life. He felt, 

be id e for him to 

d as nmch te 
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* Then he is above your authority ?* 

* I feel that he is, in this matter.' 

* Then turn the ungrateful villain off at 
oneeP 

' What ! drive him from his home !* 
*Ayer 

* That I will never do V 

* Then I will drive you off I am deter- 
mined to take a bold stand for the king's 
interest ; indeed, it is my duty to do so. 
Th'jB Bryan Blonday is, and for a long time 
bu been, a mischievous and officious Whig, 
And his presence is detrimental and danger- 

to the peace of the settlement I am 
that he shall accept my offers, 
' which are generous, or seek a new sphere 
for the commission of treason ? 
^ ' With me,' said Fielding, firmly, ' you 
maj do as you please. I have long been a 
fkithfbl servant of your uncle's, and would 
cheerfully serve you. You may be certain, 
»wever, that I shall never drive Bryan 
^y, under any circumstances.' 

* Do not be hasty,' cried Hans ; ' take 
tintie lor reflection. You are an old man, 

I this is a serious matter. Of this you 
may be assured — you shall either compel 
firyan to accept of my terms, turn him off, 
or aorrender your situation and your cot- 
You may have three days for consi- 
on.' 

* Am yoa please,' said Fielding, in a ifor- 
'^owful tone. * There is no need for reflec- 
^SoQ* I am already determined. I confess 
it would be a hardship for me to leave my 
boaae, for, as you say, I am an old man. 
Yet for all, I toiU not turn Bryan Blonday 
•way.' 

* Then you may consider yourself dis- 
charged from my employment I am net to 
be trifled with !' 

Fielding made no remonstrance, but left 
the room. As he was closing the door be- 
hind him, Hans continued : 

* You had better be advised. This obsti- 
nacy is only encouraging Bryan in habits of 
idleness and disobedience.' 

Fielding continued his retreat, and re- 
tnmed to his home with a heavy heart On 
his road, a few team etoaped him. 

No sooner had he entered his lovely cot* 
tife^ then the Uad-heutad and aosioHi 



wife observed his sadness. Bryan also 
was alarmed at his sorrowful and dejected 
look. 
The laborer was instantly plied with 

questions, touching the cause of his unusual 
grief. 

' Cause enough !' he repeated. ' It is no 
light matter for one of my age and habits to 
be driven upon the world, to seek a new 
home, after my frame is exhausted and my 
energies subdued.' 

' What mean you ? eagerly asked Bryan. 

* Do explain yourself,' said the wife. 

' I mean what I say ! I must leave the 
cottage.' 

* Who says that ?* asked Bryan. 

* Hans Van Kemppn.' 

' I thought as much ; now tell the rea- 
sons.' 

Fielding told all. 

Bryan hung down his head, and was si- 
lent for a few nioroents, but he soon arose 
from his chair and seized his cap. 

« Where to ?* asked Fielding. 

' I will be back in a moment,' he replied, 
and he left the cottage and hastened toward 
the little inn. 

Luckily for Bryan's purpose he found Pe- 
ter Schnapps alone. 

' Peter !' said the excited youth, * I bave 
come to solicit a favor.' 

* And you could not have come to a more 
willing friend. 

* I would tarry with you a few days.* 

* Forever if you like.' 

Bryan turned to depart Peter cried out: 

* Why this haste, Bryan Blonday. Ex* 
plain yourself to me ! Tell me what hae oc- 
curred.' 

Bryan felt that m explanation was doe 
his kind-hearted friend, and he returned and 
told him all. 

*D — n the villain T exclaimed the inn- 
keeper, * he deserves to be bung, drawa^ 
and quartered !' 

Bryan returned to the eottage. lie ap- 
proached the weeping matron, and said: 

* Now, mother, arrange my little ward- 
robe. I am ready to depart Sooner thta 
pennit harm to come to yoa, who best 
been so kind to me, I will fiMfeit ny liftb 
In this a&ir Hans Van Kempea 
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proved too strong for me, and assailed me 
in a tender point, but by the God that 
made us, a day of retribution will come !' 

*You shall not go, Bryan,' interposed 
Fielding. * I told the wretch that I would 
not drive you out, and I might have add- 
ed that I loved you as my own child.' 

' Seek not to deter me,' said Bryan, 
firmly, though a tear added unusual bril- 
liancy to his black eye, 'I am resolved. 
You are utterly unable again to buffet 
with the world, and in this region the 
influence of Hans would prevent me from 
sustaining you. It is no grievance for me 
to depart, except the loss of your society, 
for I have been thinking of it for some 
time past Let me go, this will deprive 
Uans of a pretence for persecution. Have 
no fear, for we shall meet again.' 

Fielding could not restrain his tears, 
and his good wife sobbed on Bryan's 
shoulder. 
it was a touching scene. 

* Why leave us now ?* asked Fielding. 

' There is no necessity for delay. Hans 
will be the sooner pacified.' 

' But you know not where to go P 

* Yes, I have friends. For a day or two 
Peter Schnapps has kindly consented to 
receive me.' 

^ > Ah ! Bryan ! Bryan ? sobbed the Matron. 

*Do not go,' urged Fielding. 'What 
will my home be without you ? For a long 
time you have been its light and its joy. 
Do not leave it Together we will bid de- 
fiance to Hans Van Kempen, and the God 
of the poor man will sustain us.* 

Bryan was sensibly touched by this ap- 
peal. For a moment he seemed to hesi- 
tate, but it was only for a moment Hasti- 
ly brushing away a descending tear firom 
his cheek, he said : 

Mt must not be. Your feelings have 
the mastery of your reason. It is better, 
far better that I should go, yet think not 
that I desire to leave you— shall ever forget 
you. Get me my clothes, mother, for I 
would depart ere you completely unman me.' 

It was pla*n enough that Bryan was de- 
termined to depart, and indeed a momrafi 
nrioaa thoa|{fai conviiiced both Fielding 
•ad hit wife diat ttwai better ftrhlm to 



do so. Yet their hearts were heavy, for 
the youth was very dear to them. 

Mrs. Fielding carefully packed up his 
little wardrobe. Then he bade them a 
warm and affectionate adieu, and with a 
swelling heart and tearful eyes sought the 
inn once more. 

For a long time after his departure his 
aged guardians wept in silence, and prayed 
for his prosperity. 

'May the devil seize this Hans Van 
Kempen !' exclaimed Peter Schnapps, who 
was yet alone in his bar-room when Bryan 
returned. ' Now we shall have a terrible 
time, I have no doubt Many rejoiced 
when Abram died, but I doubt if they have 
bettered themselves by a change of land- 
lords. This young one commences busi- 
ness with a high hand !' 

' Let him improve his hour, Peter,' re- 
plied BryaiL ' Let him exert his authority 
while he may — but mark me! a time is 
coming when himself shall be the suppli- 
ant for our mercy.' 

' I hope so! God knows I desire it !' re- 
plied Peter. ' But tell me why he should 
thus single you out for his first victim ?' 

* For political reasons, undoubedly,' re- 
plied Bryan, yet he blushed for the inno* 
cent falsehood. 

* Then we may all expect proscription.* 

* Certainly.' 

Peter Schnapps was thoughtful 

Bryan was sad. 

Hans Van Kempen, intent upon the ful- 
fillment of his intentions, kept an exact ac- 
count of the time afler his interview with 
Fielding. When the three days that had 
been allowed for deliberation had expired, 
he again sent Carl to request the laborer'^ 
attendance at the Castle. 

Fielding had partially recovered from 
the keenness of his grief at the loss of Bry- 
an's society when he received the sum- 
mons, but in his heart a feeling of utter de- 
testation for his landlord had taken deep 
root As soon as he entered the audience 
room, Hans was struck with the look of 
subdued melancholy that the old man'e 
countenance wora. 

•Well, IMd be I* time tii 
wfatoh yott 
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detenniDation aboat Bryan Blonday has ex* 
pired, and I have sent for you to learn your 
final conclusions.' 

'B yan is not an inmate of my dwelling,' 
said Fielding, with difficulty controlling 
his emotions. 

The countenance of Hans brightened. 

^Then you have driven him out?* he ex- 
claimed. 

'1 scorn a falsehood, even to conciliate 
your favor,' replied the laborer. *I did not 
drive him ouL' 

• Then why did he leave ? 

* That you might not persecute me for 
his sake.' 

Hans withered under this reply. It was 
a stinging rebuke to his despicable mean- 



^ Where has he gone ? he asked. 

'At present he tarries with his friend, 
Peter Schnapps. What his future intentions 
are I know not' 

' That will do,' replied Hans, hastily. 

Fielding left the au4i^Dce>room. ^ 

'D— nthis Peter Schnapps!' exclaimed 
Hans. < He, too, is a Whig, although he is 
cautious about expressing his sentiments. 
What will it avail me if this Bryan remains 
in the settlement Undoubtedly, Peter 
will shelter him,and he owns his domic il, and 
is otherwise independent Peter Schnapps 
must be reached, as in fact must every 
Whig in the settlement I will not be 
thwarted, and Bryan Blonday shall be ex- 
iled P 

The bitter malignity of little minds often 
transcends our belief. 

More plans must be laid, more plotting 
ftt on foot, in order to accomplish the Pa- 
toon'a darling object 

The mind of Hans was fertile in mischief. 

The morning following the visit ot Field- 
ing to the Cnstle, was the Sabbath, and as 
usual, the whole settlement, and the few 
residents of the surrounding country, were 
assembled at an early hour for attendance 
upon the forms of worship. 

It was a bright and glorious morning, 
one of those calmi soothing, balmy spring 
mornings that hold forth auch sweet pro- 
Qiisesof the ftitnre mnuiMr, that first dis- 
doMi the bniniiV bndi tint fint «aili Ite 



fragrant perfnme of renovated and resusci- 
tated nature. 

A great many people were astir, some to 
enjoy the bright sunshine, some for devo- 
tional purposes, and some to listen to and 
gather up the gossip of the day. 

Bryan Blonday started at an early hour 
for the little church, anxious to obtain a 
glimpse of Viola Fordham, who was a 
punctual worshipper. He observed a great 
crowd about the entrance way, and as he 
approached nearer, he saw that they were 
examining something of an unusual kind* 
When he arrived yet nearer to the scene, 
he was discovered, and a voice from the 
crowd exclaimed : 

' Here comes Bryan Blonday ! He can 
read it for us. Make room for Bryan 
Blonday !' 

The youth was surprised. What could 
it mean?* 

*Here, Bryan,' exclaimed the voice,' read 
this paper for us. None of us can make 
ilout' 

And Bryan was hurried into the midst of 
the crowd, in front of the chapel door, upon 
which was a paper headed : 

▲ PROCLAHATION. 

All persons favorable to the cause of the 
King, and residing in the settlement of 
Van Kempen's Castle, or upon the lands of 
the undersigned, are requested to repair to 
the Manor House, in said settlement, with- 
in one week from this day, for the purpose 
of enrolling themselves as minute men, 
and to take an oath of fealty to His Majes- 
ty's government The disaffected are warn- 
ed to leave the settlement without delay» 
under the severest vengeance of an oat- 
raged law. 

Haks Van Kempkic. 

Bryan read this notice aloud for t!ie ben- 
efit of the crowd, and then returned at 
once to the inn. 

He was thundeistnick at the Royal 
Edict! 

The youth saw at a glance that all this 
persecution was Isvelled at him. It was io 
fiwt the scheme that Hans had embraced to 
drifo binn away fioai the infiaeaciSofViol^ 
Fpgiham% muHmu 
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f He at once communicated the purport of 
the proclaoiatioii he had read. 

* Worse than all !' exclaimed Peter. * Is 
Master Hans mad ? Does he think he can 
drive men into Toryism ?' 

' But what must be done ?* replied Bry- 
an. * Remember, Peter, that Hans Van 
JE^empen is powerful, in fact, resistless, and 
that we Whigs are few and poor.' 

* What does it matter ?' rejoined Peter, 

earnestly. ' Are not our consciences our 

own ?• 

' Alas ! whi^t does an oppressor, a minion 

of the king, a rich and sudden aristocrat, 

care for conscience ?' 

' He dare not molest us !' 

* I assure you that he will.' 

* We shall see,' said Peter ; * Hans Van 
Eempen dare not enforce his proclamation.' 

* Policy dictates that a storm should be 
provided for before it arrives,' replied Bry- 
an. ' Do not deceive yourself about Hans 
Van Kempen ; he is base enough for any 
purpose.' 

' Then you must direct us,' said Peter, 
who placed the most implicit reliance upon 
Bryants boldness and sagacity. 

* I will think of the matter,' said the 
youth, and he darted from the door and dis- 
appeared. 

< The devil !' exclaimed the landlord, gaz- 
ing after him. 

Bryan bad discovered Carl Enipper ad- 
vancing down the street, and he ran toward 

hioL 
• * Ah ! Carl,' he said, * this is fortunate. 

Can you obtain me one more meeting with 
Viola ? This is the last time I shall trouble 
you, for, Carl, I am about leaving the set- 
tlement.' 

* Why ?* asked Carl, removing his short 
black pipe from his mouth, and opening his 
eyes to their greatest extension. 

* It is the will of your master!' 

* What master ?' 

* Hans Van Eempen !' 

* Ah ! I see, jealousy.' 

' Aye, Carl I jealousy — malice.' 

' But why leave us ? Have you not a 

right to the air you breathe ? Does Hans 

ownitF 
*No; but I feel that thifl li bo longer a 



fitting place for me. There are old scoree 
between Hans and me ; and tfldo leave the 
place, I shall appoint an early day for a 
settlement' 

Carl smiled, as if hi understood the 
young man's meaning. 

' Can you provide the meeting ?' repeated 
Bryan. 

* I will try,' said Carl. 

* And if you succeed, how shall I know ? 

* I will see you again.' 

* That will do. Let it be in the grovej 

* Yes.' 

And Carl pursued his way, and Bryan re- 
turned to the inn. 

As Bryan had informed Peter Schnapps, 
the situation of the few Whigs of the settle- 
ment, was a critical one. All their wealth, 
all their interests, in fact, all of their afifeo- 
tions were centered in their homes, their 
little farms, and the scenes that timeand fa- 
miliarity had endeared to them. 

To resist was out of the question, for they 
were numerically weak. Would it not, 
therefore,he better policy 1e appear to sub- 
mit to the exactions of Hans, and await their 
timer 

Bryan thought it would, and communicat- 
ed his convictions to Peter. The worthy 
inn-keeper leaped from his chair in amaze- 
ment, and uttering a great oath, exclaim- 
ed: — 

' ff%at ! take an oath of fealty to the king, 
and enroll myself as a minute man in his 
service ! May the devil split me ' 

* Hush !' cried Bryan, * make no rash re- 
solves. Tell me how you can resist ?' 

* Fight P roared Peter. 

' But what can you do against the num- 
bers of the Patroon's followers. Don't yoo 
see that it is worse than foolish ?' 

* But the oath ' 

* Is of no binding force !' interrupted Bry- 
an. 'You are driven to it You cannot 
resist, and neither in the eyes of God or 
man, is the disregarding of such an oath 
deemed criminal. You must either efi||^mit 
or be destroyed. Hans will certaiidy crush 
you, and drive you as outcasts firom your 
homes and year pqiieaBionDr 

B7aD'B f ]M4|ui im- 
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pression on the mind of the inn-ke«per, yet 
lie shook his head. 

* You cannot deny the troth of my arga- 
ment,' Bryan continued. ' Now let us fol- 
low it a little further. If you do resist and 
are destroyed, who does it benefit, but your 
enemy ? It does not assist the cause of your 
country. You see that resistance is out of 
the question.' 

These were forcible arguments. Peter 
could not deny their legitimacy — he could 
nq^ avoid their force. 

* Then you too will take the oath ?* 
*No.* 

* And why not, pray ?• 

* Before the time specified in the procla- 
mation expires, I shall be far away from the 
influence of Hans Van Kempen. I go to 
serve my country. With you, and our few 
friends, the case is different. You have fa- 
milies depending upon you for support; 
your interests are centered here, and to re- 
move is only to submit to danger and pri- 
vation.' 

* Foii, to be a soldier ?* 

^ Aye, Peter, i to be soldier !* 

The inn-keeper could scarcely restrain 
himsel£ 

^ You will be a general !' he exclaimed, * a 
great man ! You are the life of the settle- 
ment, Bryan, and we shall feel proud of 
you!' 

* I hope I shall be guilty of nothing to dis- 
gnce you,' said Bryan. * As I shall be 



busy preparing for my immediate departure, 
I trust you will take it upon yourself to see 
our friends, and urge them to the course I 
have recommended.' 

* Certainly,' said Peter, * for the more I 
think of your advice^ the more I am satisfied 
that is good.' 

Bryan strolled through the settlement 
He walked in nearly every direction, yet 
his eyes often turned toward the castle. 
The dark, dingy walls that could be seen 
above the enclosure, contained the magnet 
of his soul, and often did he wish for a pow- 
er that would enable him to penetrate their 
repulsive thickness. 

And he looked that way, also, in hopes 
that Carl would present himself, and report 
his arrangements for another interview. 

Time slipped away, however, and it was 
nearly dark before Uie faithful Dutchman 
made his appearance. 

To the inexpressible delight of Bryan, he 
was the bearer of a billet from Viola Ford- 
ham. 

To open it, and to read its contents, was 
only the work of a moment It appointed 
an interview for that very night ! 

Regardless of the presence of Carl, Bryan 
exclaimed : 

< Faithful still ! The fiercer the storm, 
the closer does her generous love cling to 
me!' 

* Win you meet her ?' asked CarL 

« Without fail' 
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CHAPTER VL 



THE NEW PRISON. 



The proclamation of Hans Van Eempen 
caused a great excitement in and around 
the settlement of Van Eempen's castle. 
The fermentation was greatly increased 
however, upon the morning following its 
promulgation, for then a company of work* 
men presented themselves in the village, 
and commenced the foundation of an 
immense log pile, the uses and intentions of 
which were mysteriously hinted at, hut not 
definitely explained. 

Peter Schnapps, punctual to his promise 
with Bryan, visited the Whig brotherhood 
of the region, and detailed to them the ad- 
vice and arguments of his young friend. 
Many at first demurred to it, but at length 
th^ were convinced that it was not only 
the safest policy, but aU the policy they 
eould pursue. 

Accordingly, they repaired in a body to 
Yan Kempen's castle; and complied with 
the stipulations of the tyrannical heir. 

This conduct, on the part of those whom 
lie knew to be opposed to the king, and ar- 
dent republicans at heart, completely sur 
prised Haus Van Eempen ! 

What could it mean ? Was he again to 
be deprived oi his vengeance? Was it 
poMible that Bryan Blonday would yet con- 
tinne to elude the nets he had set for him. 

One thing afibrded him satisfaction ; Biy- 
an had not yet made his appearance — ^had 
not yet labscribed his name to the roll, or 
taken the oath. If he would only piocnui- 
tnmte antil the ezpintion of the day of 
pMe^HMMdel mined to aneefc liiiiw 



* Aye ! by G — !' exclaimed Hans, think- 
ing upon the matter, * I'll not only arrest 
him, but ni hang him !' 

And he derived infinite satisfaction &om 
these conclusions. 

In the meantime, the immense log build- 
ing in the settlement progressed rapidly, 
Hans superintended the work in person, 
and under his direction ever/ point was 
amply fortified, and rendered as strong as 
art and timber could make it His delight 
in surveying it, seemed to increase as it as- 
cended higher and higher every day. 

To all inquiries, concerning the uses to 
which he intended to devote it, he returned 
an evasive answer, merely alleging that 
time would disclose all things. 

With an anxiety that increased eveiy 
hour, and that finally became painfully in- 
tense, Hans watched the flight of time. 
Bryan Blonday did not appear to take the 
required oath, and to mike the required en- 
rolment How earnestly the Patroon hoped 
he would not! 

* Fool ! that I was,' ha would exclainii 
mentally, ' had I only inserted three days 
in my proclamation, my jHretext to execute 
him would now have been clear enough!' 

Occasionally he saw Bryan in the street 
He was the same, self-possessed, calm, pale, 
quiet personage of former days, and he no 
more heeded the presence of the landholder 
than the veriest cur that barked at his 8ha« 
dow* 

This condact galled Ham to tiie quick; 
Sueh thorough eoBteinpt tat the hair of tto 
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Van Kempen estate was unendnrable, and 
't aroused all the passion ^ of the Patroon. 

When Bryan separated from Carl Knip- 
per, on the night of the proclamation, he re- 
paired at ODce to the grove, where Viola had 
appointed the meeting. 

She had not yet arrived when he reached 
the spot, and he seated himself by the bank 
of the river, and gave himself up to the 
gloomy reflections th^tt thronged upon his 
mind, in spite of all his efforts. 

A sight of the familiar objects around 
him increased his sadness. Not a stone, 
tree, or shrub, but had witnessed his happi- 
ness — had been present when he was joy- 
ful, and rejoicing in the love of his mistress. 
Now he had come to meet her again, and 
perhaps for the last time. 

He was about to separate from her, and 
try his fortunes in the rugged path of war. 

Bryan was not kept long in waiting. In 
the midst of his melancholy reflections, Vi- 
ola entered the grove, and every mark of 
care and anxiety vanished from his features 
at once. In a few moments he was seated 
beside his mistress, again pouring forth the 
tale of his love. 

* This is very kind,' he said ; ' without 
this interview, I should indeed be wretched. 
Of course Carl informed you that it would 
be the last I should request of you ? 

« The last, Bryan ?• 

There was a touching earnestness in the 
girl's tone, as she asked the simple ques- 
tion. 
.. * The lastP said Bryan ; « at least for a 

Isng time !' 

< Explain yowmW 

Bryan told alL 

The bright tears streamed down tlie 
cheek of the fair girl, as the youth recited 
the persecution of Hans. 

* Is it possible,' she said, ' that my con- 
sin is so base, so lost to every sense of hon- 
or?* 

^Itistrae!' 

* And what will it avail him ? 

* Rid him of the presence of a rival !' 

* Believe it not, Bryan T exclaimed the 
girl, eagerly; *your imafe is enshrined 
wheie Hans Van Kenpeo osnnot reach it 
TlMKigha tlMMMLsd milee tkoM ispenii 



us, you will be ever present to my heart, 
and there Hans Van Kempen, with all his 
power, cannot be admitted.' 

Bryan clasped the girl to his bosoniy in a 
transport of gratitude. 

' Then,' he said,^ you say truly. All his 
machinations will avail him but little.' 

* If he was not a fool, he would abandon 
such measures.' 

' Love has blinded his judgment' 

' Love, indeed /' exclaimed Viola, with a 

scornful curl of her beautiful lip, ' rather 

say his avarice,^ 

* Well, his avarice, then, if that pleases 
you.' 

' But you will not be long absent ? 

' God only knows. The fate of war, 
above everything else, is uncertain. Per- 
haps, dearest, I never shall return.' 

' Say not so, Bryan 1 I am sure you m& 
return, and with a wieath of glory !' 

The youth smiled. For a moment, vi- 
sions of glory, chivalrous deeds, and mighty 
battles, filled his bosom and dazsled his 
judgment, but fact whispered that the road 
to these tempting situations lay through 
blood, danger, and hardship, and that to se- 
cure them, he must separate from al^ he held 
dear on earth. 

He derived bo satisfaction from the anti- 
cipation. 

' Fortune directs us all,' he said, < and it 
is perhaps the greatest blessing conferred 
upon man, that the future is withheld from 
his examination. My love of country alone 
leads me to the battle field.' 

' And that is a holy motive, and cannot 
but be blessed r exclaimed Viola, tenderly 
pressing his hand. 

The night was far advanced beibre the 
lovers separated. When at length they did 
part, it was with tears and promises of eter- 
nal constancy on both sides. Tbo iaithM 
Carl was at the gate to admit Vi<^; aad 
Bryan did not leave his position near the 
grove, until it had shut the ibrm of his mis- 
tress from bis view. 

Then he turned, and sought the ion of 
Peter Schnapps. 

It was not untQ sevenl days eftir the in- 
inteinair tfait Bryan eoaqklsd Unpinpait- 
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ttons for departure. Oue morning, he de- 
scended into the bar-room, and afler inform- 
ing Peter that he waa ready for his journey, 
he ran down to the little cottage, so dear to 
his heart, to bid a final farewell to Fielding 
and his excellent wife, 

The meeting was a protracted and very 
painful one, and the parting was productive 
of great misery* Bryan at length tore him- 
self away, and again repaired to the inn for 
his clothing, which he had prepared for the 
occasion, Peter was alone when he en- 
tered. 

* Now, Peter, my good friend,' he said, 
approaching the publican, and extending his 
hand, ' I must separate with you, and then 
I hope the pains of leaves-taking are over!' 

Peter received the proffered hand, and 
bestowed upon it a most nervous gripe. His 
voice faltered as he said : 

* Then, Bryan Blonday, you are going ?* 
*Iam.' 

' Well, God bless you and prosper you. 
You have a generous heart, Bryxn, a noble 
heart! You will hever lack for friends. 
Have you rot confidence enough in me 
to tell me your place of destination ? It 
would gratify me to know.' 

' To be sure I have. I am going to Fort 
Stanwix.' 

*What!' 

* To Fort Stanwix.* 
'Indeed!' 

'Yes. It is the nearest military station, 
and they are in want of men. The Tories 
and Indians are threatening to invest it, 
and Gamevoort, the commander, has called 
in the militia to his aid.' 

* Then you will cross the river at the ford 
bdowF 

«l8luiL' 

* I will accompany you thus far^ and see 
t^t yoD are safe over. It shall not be said 
Ikal yott left like a thief.' 

* Thank you,' replied Bryan. 

And the friends lefl the inn, and proceed- 
ed down the river^ some two miles or more, 
to liie ford jSchnapps had alladed ta^ - 

As they came within sight of the cross- 
faig, they MW a horse straggling v.'olently 
ia the water, aed pceseetly a iMuaaa form 



arose to the surface, and in faint, strangling 
accents, vociferated : * Help !' 

* Great God I' exclaimed Peter. *Some 
one has missed the ford, and is drowning in 
the deep water !' 

Bryan said not a word, but hastily di- 
vesting himself of his upper g«irments, he 
rushed into the stream. He soon reached 
the spot where he had seen the form of the 
drowning man, but it had disappeared. 

It soon became visible again, and Bryan 
plunged into the deep water afler it He 
seised it just as it was sinking, and struck 
out for the shore with his burthen. 

* Bravo !' shouted Peter, who remained 
upon the shore, in consequence of his ina- 
bility to swim. 

Bryan exerted himself roost lustily, and, 
afler a long struggle, reached the shore 
nearly exhausted. 

Peter took the stranger in his firm8,and 
afler bestowing him upon the sofl, green sod, 
commenced using the only means of resus- 
citation at hand. 

Bryan could hardly maintain his stand- 
ing position. 

Peter worked with his patient most faith- 
fully, and, by and by, had the satisfaction 
of seeing him revive, . Thus, for the first 
time, he looked earnestly into tiis fdce. 

He exclaimed in surprise : — 

* Can it be possible, Bryan V 
« What ?' asked the youth, 

* This is the Attorney ? 

* What Attorney ?' 

' The one I have mentioned to you! He 
drew up Abrain Van Kempen*s will. It is 
certainly him.' 

And Peter renewed his rubbing and roll- 
ing, after sendiiig Bryan to secure the 
horse. 

It was indeed Fosile. 

More than an hour elapsed before the 
Attorney could speak. The landlord was 
provided, luckily, with a flask of brandy, 
that he bad designed to present to Bryan 
at their parting, and he hastened to admin- 
ister to his patient a portion of its contents. 

Under its influence he revived rapidly. 

^ A narrow escapeP he said, looking giato- 
folly at Peter. 
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< Narrow enough ! In fact it would have 
been no escape at all but for the exertion 
of that youth yonder !' 

•What youth?' 

'He with the horse.' 

Bryan approached^ leading the Attorney's 
animal. 

* Is this the young man ?* asked the At- 
torney, gazing admiringly upon the dripping 
form of Bryan. 

« Yes. He brought you to the shore V 

* What is his name ? 
•Bryan Blonday.' 
The stranger started. 

•He is a noble youth T he exclaimed. 
• When I arrive at the settlement of Van 
Kempen's castle he shall be rewarded.' 

Bryan was engaged in putting on his 
garments, but he overheard this discourse. 
When he bad completed his dressing, he 
said, turning to Peter and the stranger: 

•Now, gentlemen, I must leave you! 
Good bye, Peter; and you—' he said, turn- 
ing to the stranger, • I hope, will experience 
no inconvenience or mischief from your 
early bath f 

Bryan moved toward the ford. 

•Hold? cried the Attorney; •lot me re- 
ward you for your generous services. You 
are deserving.' 

• I ask no reward.' 

•■ I am determined,' said Fozzle; •these 
generous actions are not over numerous, 
and deserve substantial marks of approval 
You have saved my life !* 

FoKzle drew a heavy purse from his 
pocket, and extended it towards the youth* 

A faint smile lingered for a moment 
around Bryan's lips, and he replied : 

• You mistake me entirely, sir. You are 
welcome to the favor I have rendered you. 
Money could not have purchased it I am 
neither a mendicant or a mercenary !' 

And without waiting farther remark, he 
entered the stream, and moved onward. 

Both Peter and the Attorney watched 
him until he landed upon the opposite 
bulk. Then he entered a rude road, lead- 
ing up the river, and di8ai^[)eaied in the 
wood. 

(A siagnlar jooiif muiP odiiawd 



Fozzle. • But few would have refused the 
tempting offer.' 

• He is proud,' said Peter. • I do not 
mean the low, paltry pride, such as Hans 
Van Kempen is possessed of— but he is 
noble and generous, as (le is proud !' 

•He is truly a man before his boyhood is 
passed.' 

• That is true,' continued Peter. • My 
heart bleeds for him, for I know his own is 
sad enough this morning.' 

« How so ?' 

■ 

And Peter hantily sketched the difficul- 
ties that had driven Bryan Blonday from his 
home. 

Fozzle seemed deeply interested in the 
narration. When it was concluded, he 
said: 

• I am deeply interested in the affiiira of 
this youth; indeed, I have every cause to 
be. At present I can only think of reach- 
ing your inn, and exchanging these dripping 
clothes for some more comfortable. I must 
know all about my young preserver.' 

•We shall hear of him, without doubt,' 
said Peter. • He will make no common 
soldier.' 

The landlord assisted the Attorney to 
mount his Jiorse, and they proceeded to- 
wards the settlement 

They arrived at the inn in due time, and 
Fozzle proceeded to make such changes in 
his dress as seemed most befitting. Peter 
proceeded to his kitchen to order a substan- 
tial breakfast for his guest, and to relate to 
his better half the daring achievement of 
his especial favorite, Bryan Blonday. 

We have ahready stated that Hans Van 
Kempen most anxiously counted the lapee 
of time within which it was specified that 
all the inhabitants of the settlement should 
take the oath of allegiance to his majesty's 
government Bryan did not present him- 
self^ and every day his hopes that he would 
not grew stronger and brighter. It seemed 
that his rival was obstinately bent upon 
placing himself in his power. 

• All 1 ask,' he would cry to himself, * is 
the slightest pretext Then I will temowt 
the impudent beggar !* 

Hans ibrgot that Haiman waa hanged 
upon a gaitowa of hia own eooalractioo ! 
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At leogth tbe time expired. Without a 
moment's delay, Hane proceeded to his li- 
brary to order the arrest of tbe obstinate 
Whi^. He collected a body of his servants, 
placed one of his confidential tenants at 
their head, and dispatched them to bring 
Bryan before him at once. 

To the servanti this was an extremely 
unplesant task. With them the youth was 
a favorite, but they dared not refuse their 
master, and tkey accordingly proceeded 
with the tenant 

The inn of Peter Schnapps was the first 
place visited. The landlord was question- 
ed with regard to the whereabouts of the 
youth, but Peter, surprised at the advent of 
his menial force, and suspicious of an evil 
design against Bryan, answered them with 
hesitation, and evasively. 

' None of this f exclaimed the leader o 
the Tory police. 'We arenot to be 
trifled with ! We are acting under the au- 
thority of Hans Van Kempen, the Patroon !' 

* And who the devil is Hans Van Kempen, 
and what do I care for his authority, you 
impudent dog !' exclaimed Peter, his wrath 
breaking through all the bounds of discre- 
tion. * None of your braggadocio here, or 
I will pitch you out of the house, if yon 
serve the devil ! I am my own master !' 

*And you refuse to answer us, then? 

* Answer what ?* 

^ Where is Bryan Blonday ?* 

* I tell you that I know not' 

' Is he not a member of your household ?* 

«No.' 

< This will do,' said the tenant, turning to 
his companions, who were rejoicing over 
the spuit exhibited by Peter. ^We will 
proceed to the cottage of Fielding, and 
when we return to the castle, we will not 
fail to report the conduct of Peter Schnapps 
to the Patroon. Perhaps he will regret it !' 

Peter was employed in rinsing a drinking 
glass as the tenant made this announce- 
ment, and not^ig but the recollection t 
tbe vessel hadlbst one shilli ce 

iteriing psevented him from i it at 

. hit haiuL As it was, he cent a t 

Lwkh esskimk^ inu ti : 
<FMliiffS k 1 1 ] III 



not ! Some persons are not scared at owls, 
and Pm one of 'em !' 

The constabulary moved cfiT toward the 
cottage of the laborer, and again renewed 
the enquiries for Bryan. 

Neither Fielding or his wife, knew aught 
of the youth. 

' Then we shall be compelled to search 
your dwelling V said the tenant 

' Search at pleasure,' . replied Fielding. 

The servants refused to assist in an inva- 
sion of the premises ; but the tenant, anxious 
to secure the favor and good will of his 
master, was determined to succeed in ar- 
resting his man, and he proceeded alone to 
ransack the cottage. 

The search was fruitless, no trace of 
Bryan being discovered. 

'Have you a knowledge of his lurking 
place ? asked the tenant, approaching the 
laborer. 

* I have not' 

' When did you see him last? 

Fielding hesitated. 

' 1 do not remember. It is several days 
since !' 

'Let us return to the castle,' said the 
important officer. ' I have no doubt but the 
Patroon can devise measures for his cap- 
ture!* 

And the unsuccessful expedition moved 
ofiTto the castle, where Hans was impatiently 
awaiting their arrival 

' Where is the prisoner ? he asked, when 
the tenant made his appearance alone. 

' He cannot be found !' 

< The devil P cried Hans ; * and why not ?' 

( We could get no trace of him from any 

one!' 
The Patroon was fearfully enraged. 

'Is he not about the settlement?' 

' Not unless he is concealed !' 

' D— n the cur ! Fll secure him yet III 
hunt him even from the caves of the earth, 
and if any one connives at his escape, tb^ 
shall be hanged upon a tree !' 

The tenant reported the conduct of Peter 
Schna; adding sevenl incidents bj way 
of embeJ 

•Ayei !• fc 
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Imiiielf, batl a more bitter Whig nerer 
breathed ! He most be watched, and if it 
only happens that he is the accomplice of 
Bryan, the crows of the valley shall feast 
upon his carcase V 

* Shall I proceed flirther in my attempts P 
asked the officer. 

^Not now!* replied Hans. 'I will first 
adopt some other measures. When I re- 
quire your services, I virill inform you.' 

The tenant departed. 

Again Hans resumed his writing mate- 
rials, and in a short time penned the follow- 
ing new 

FROCLAMATIOir. 

Whereas, Bryan Blonday, a determined 
and malicious Whig, has refused to take 
the oath of allegiance to the Govemnr.ent 



of his Majesty, or to enroll himself as a 
minute*roan, in the service, — ^This is to 
give notice, that I will pay a reward of two 

HUNDRBD AND FIFTY FOUNDS tO any perSOU 

or persons who will arrest the said Blonday, 
and bring him before me. 

Any person detected in harboring, or as- 
sisting the said Bryan to escape, will be 
subjected to the severest punishment per- 
soimlly, and suffer from a confiscation of 
property. 

Hans Van Kehfen. 

* I will try the power of gold T said the 
Patroon. 

Copies of this proclamation were soon 
posted in conspicuous places, through the 
setttlement 
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CHAPTER VII. 



THE BLUE# BROTHERHOOD. 



*^ 



Whilst these denunciations were being 
thundered against Brjan Blonday, inUhe 
settle of Van Kempen's castle, the youth 
was dil gently pursuing his way tow^d 
Fort Stanwix. ^ 

The foresight of the inn-keeper*8 wffe 
had provided him with quite a supply o^ 
provisions, and the little groves along his 
path, and the bright streams that flowed in- 
to the river, furnished him with resting- 
places and a most grateful beverage. 

Just at night, on the second day of his 
lonely journeying, he reached a wild and 
rocky delL where the river tumbled and 
foamed over a gentle declivity, and where 
it seemed that his path must end, for the 
rocks and hills seemed to close vpon it at 
a little distance beyond him. 

The romantic beauty of this spot, the 
hoarse roar of the waterfall, the dashing of 
the spray, and the grandeur of the forest 
about him, had peculiar and resistless 
charms for Bryan, and he resolved to halt 
for the night He selected a thicket for a 
lodging place, spread the remains of his 
l>rovisions before him, and seated himself. 

His repast was not of long duration, and 
«fler it was concluded, he threw himself at 
length beside the road, to survey at his lei- 
sure the attractive scenery by which he 
was surrounded. 

Imperceptibly to him, the roar of the ca- 
taract died away — the rocky hill-«ide -be- 
came dim and indistinct— the setting eun 
iUaminatod the glittering spray in vain, for 
km hmA wad himuBd «eiw at YuiXj 



pen's castle, filled withllie matchless chirms 
of his mistress. • 

It was a most delightful reverie. The 
youth forgot his exile — forgot his heaviness 
of heart, his loneliness, and his sorrows, 
and he was again happy in the love of Vi- 
ola Fordham. 

The sharp crack of a rifle, followed by a 
wild yell, banished the sweet dream, and he 
again awoke to the realities around bim. 

He hastily crawled within the shelter of 
the thicket 

For a few moments after the dischai^ of 
the rifle all was still, bat then the yelling . 
was resumed, and the ^ing once siore 
commenced; 

« That sounds like a battle,' said the 
youth ; * if that is the case, I am npon dan- 
gerous ground.' 

If he had any doubts regarding the origin 
of the nones, they were soon dispelled, for 
the yelling, shouting, and firing became 
continuous. 

' It is upon the hill above me !* he sud ; 
' I will climb its side, and examine the com- 
batants.' 

He left the thicket, and commenced the 

ascent of the rough and precipitate moun- 
tain. His path was not only toilsome, but 
dangerous, for, at almost every step, frag- 
ments of rock rolled from beneath his feet, 
and thundered into the vale below. The 
twigs and bodieSi with which he inedi 

1 »lii ig/fmn, had but an i » iioot. 
ml n ow ires in irhicii 
he lesi ;, howei i. 
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•eene of strife wai at once opened to hia 
view. 

Near the edge of the hill, a group of some 
fiftjr or 8iz*y horses were secured to the 
trees, and beyond them a herd of cattle 
were galloping and bellowing through the 
wood. Still further on, he could discover 
armed men concealed behind logs and trees, 
watching their opportunities to fire upon 
their opponents, some of whom were vainly 
endeavoring to collect and stop the fright- 
ened cattle. 

* What can it mean ? said the youth, 
concealing his body as well as he could. 
* There are two parties certainly, but I can- 
not distinguish one side from the other.' 

The skirmish, for it scarcely deserved 
any other naq^e, was continued, but at 
length it became apparent that the darkness 
would put an end to it- Bryan determined 
to stay and witness the result, secretly hop- 
ing that one of the parties might be com- 
posed of his own political friends. 

Whilst these hopes were animating his 
mind, the party beyond the horses rushed 
from their coverts, and Bryan thought he 
detected long knives in their hands. They 
yelled and shouted furiously as they ran, 
bat the dim twilight soon obscured their 
§anm from his view. 

He could judge from the sounds, bow- 
ever, that a hand-to-hand encounter was 
progressing. There was the hurried tramp- 
liQg of feet, the clash of weapons, and oc- 
casionally a groan and execration. This 
continued for half an hour. 

Then the tumult died away, and Bryan 
iieard footsteps approaching his place of 
concealment 

It proved to be the conquering party, and 
Ihe riders of the steeds we have mentioned. 
The first words they uttered caused an 
emotion of joy in the young man's heart 

'Pkvbaps,thi> General St Leger and his 
d— d Indians will ftst a little time, if they 
depend upon the nipply of American beef. 
What do yoa think, Captain Drake ?* 

* I endorae your opinion,' replied the man 
addrassod as CSaptaln Drake. * If we intend 

MQoy tiM beef ounelves^ we mmt halt 
re for the niglity and eoUect then in the 



^ That's of course. We can lay where 
we are.' 

The advancing party reached the trees 
where their horses were secured, and Bry- 
an determined to discover himself. He 
judged from the conversation he had heard, 
that they were Whigs, and he in conse- 
quence felt no fears for his reception. He 
crawled from behind his log, and presented 
himself. 

<Who is this? asked Captain Drake, 
coming to a halt 

* A stranger,' replied Bryan, 
i Whig or Tory ?' 

^A Whig.' 

< That's the kind \ Just the kind. Where 
do you hail firom P 

«7 Van Eempen's castle T 

* The devil yon do ! Whigs are scarce 
that way.' 

^ Yes, but true, where you find them.' 

* I hope so. Where are you bound ?* 
-' * In search of service.' 

« What serf ice P 

* The service of the country.' 

* That's right, my hearty ! You could 
not have come out at a better time. Sol- 
diers are scarce.' 

* So I have heard.' 

* But yoa look young for war ^ 

* I an* nineteen.' 

* That will do. Now tell ns your name.' 

< Bryan Blonday V 

* The devil ! an old acquaintance.' 

* And how can that be ?* asked Bryan, 
greatly surprised. ' I have not been moeh 
of a traveller, and I am sure 1 never saw 
you at the settlement' 

' True enough, perhaps,' said Captain 
Drake, smiling ; ' but honest Peter 
Schnapps told me all about you long ago. 
Did you never hear of the Blue Brother- 
hood?' 

indeed, I haver 

* Well, |now you see a part of tilem. If 
you are disposed, yoa may joie us. Tany 
with us until morning, and we shaU visit 
oor present e .' 

Bryan needed me ss i ng to comply with 
this inviuti aecepted it mt eacesi 

Hei ted with the fertnnelhil 
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Brotherhood, one of the most famous parti- 
san bands that the war had produced. 

The soldiers speedily started a fire, for 
the sun had set, and the twilight deepened 
into night Within the neach of its genial 
vrarmth, and when the light flamed full up- 
on the features of his companions, Bryan 
seated himself to examine their appearance 
more closely than he had yet been enabled 
to do. 

The Blue Brotherhood, at least that part of 
them that he saw before him, were men in 
the prime of life, hardy, daring, and recK- 
less. Their leader, Captain Drake, was the 
oldest man in the group, being, as near as 
Bryan could judge from appearances, near- 
ly, if not quite, fifly years of age. 

His face was perfectly browned by ex- 
posure to the winds and sun, but it was a 
firm and expressive one. The once black 
hair was sprinkled profusely with grey, and 
the huge whiskers that complete!y conceal- 
ed the cheeks, were also streaked with the 
same indications of age. The light of the 
keen eye, however, was not dimmed, nor 
was the square, compact, and heavily-muuld- 
ed form bent in the least, or seemingly rob- 
bed of one particle of its youthful activity. 

By the side of the Captain, sat his lieu- 
tenant, a much younger man, yet more 
muscular in his developments, and far more 
reckless in his general demeanor. 

A conversation of about an hour, con- 
ducted upon the principles of bar-room 
equality, soon gave Bryan a just idea of the 
characters of his associates. They were a 
high-sp rited, brave, and determined set of 
men, entirely destitute of polish or refine- 
ment, yet possessed of noble and generous 
feelings, and honest in their attachments to 
tfie cause of liberty. 

Bryan felt that he should be delighted 
with service in the company of such noble 
looking men. 

After the evening had somewhat ad- 
vanced, the soldiers, with the exception of 
some sentinels that were posted in the 
wood to prevent a surprise, rolled them- 
wlvet in their blankets and sought repose. 
A blanket, flom an extra supply on hand, I 
wai fiunkhed BijtDi end hey withthereit^l 



crawled under the shelter of a bush and 
courted pleep. 

The night was far spent before he lost 
himself in the oblivious arms of slumber. 

The first beams of the morning sun 
awakened him. Fires were blazing all 
around him, and the soldiers were prepar- 
ing their breakfast He was invited to 
join the captain's mess, and was soon re* 
galing himself upon the substantial food of 
the camp. 

' As soon as we collect the cattle that 
have strayed in the woods, we shall march 
for our permanent quarters. When we 
arrive there, if you like us, you shall take 
the oath, be supplied with a horse and arms, 
and then become one of us.' 

' The oath !' said Bryan. 

'Aye. No man can unite with the 
Blue Brotherhood without first taking the 
oath.' 

' And its obligations ^ 

'Are all explained before the initiationy' 
hastily rejoined Captain Drake, ' we do no- 
thing in the dark.' 

' May I ask with whom you were en- 
geged last night r* 

' Oh ! a marauding gang of Tories ; the 
cowardly and unprincipled devils have 
been robbing the farmers below us, on the 
north bank of the river, of their cattle — 
These they were driving through the woods 
for the support of St Leger's army, who are 
marching from Canada to invest old Fort 
Stanwix.' 

* And you drove them off?' 

* Yes. We were informed of their do- 
ings, and headed them at this place. But 
a few are left to tell of their defeat' 

Immediately after the breakfkst, the 
soldiers proceeded to collect the cattle. — 
This was a work of much perplexity, and 
it was nearly noon before the drove and 
the troopers started for the camp. 

This camp was situated some ten mUlM 
or thereabouts above the scene of the cattle 
fight, in an open space of ground fironting 
the river. The barracks were composed of 
two stone baildings that had been used as 
farm hooses befbre the breaking oat of the 
waTi aada loDg nngeiof log itiblMliad 
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been appended to them by the troopers 
themselves. The cleared lands in the im- 
mediate neighborhood were devoted to 
gardening purposes, for the use of the sol- 
diers, and was by them most carefally tilled 
in the proper seasjn. 

When the Blue Brotherhood arrived at 
iheir own camp the cattle were secured, 
■nd the horses placed in the stable. After 
these matters had been arranged, Bryan 
was conducted into the house, or fortress, 
as Captain Drake called it, and here he 
was most agreeably surprised at the order 
and neatness that everywhere met his eye. 

The rooms were clean and inviting, the 
beds spacious and conveniently arranged, 
and all the utensils necessary for the main- 
tainance of such an establishment, in their 
proper places and in order. 

'Here are our quarters,' said Captain 
Drake. ' Except when on duty, we reside 
here. If you choose to take on with us, to- 
night shall be set apart for your initiation.' 

' The sooner the better,' replied Bryan, 
delighted with all he saw, and anxious to 
commence his new duties. 

'Well, then your uniform must iif 
prepared at once. You see that our dreas 
is but a little peculiar, yet by it we dis- 
tinguish one another. We have a cos- 
tumer at hand who will speedily fit you out' 

And Bryan was presented to an old man 
who made and repaired the clothing of the 
Brotherhood. 

The uniform was a simple affair, yet it 
was far from uncomely. It consisted 
merely of a deep blouse, or short hunting 
shirt, of bright blue, worn over the usual 
clothing, a blue cap, closely fitting the 
head, ornamented with a cockade of thin 
silver. 

Bryan waited for the coming night with 
the greatest impatience. So ardent had his 
desire to be a soldier become, that he 
thought the hours were lengthened into 
days, and that the sun would never set 
The Captain and the soldiers endeavored 
to entertain him, but although he listened 
to their conversation with seeming interest, 
his heart was filled with a painfbl impa- 



' Will the night never come? he would 
ask himself 

The longest day must pass away, and 
night came at length, to the great relief of 
Bryan. 

As soon as the supper was disposed ol 
and the barrack lamps lighted, the Blue 
Brotherhood assembled in the large room 
in which they partook of their food* In 
the centre of the congregation was a tables 
upon which was the roll of the company 
the constitution and by-laws of the associa 
tion, and a Bible. 

Before this table Bryan was seated, and 

the captain, afler silence had been secured» 

proceeded to explain to the youth, the na 

ture and obligations of the oath and com 

pact 
The Blue Brotherhood bound themselves 

to an armed organisation until the inde 

pendence of the Colonies was acknowledged 

by Great Britain, or until they were disa 

bled by wounds or natural infirmities^ and 

rendered unfit for duty. 

They were independent, and under the 
control of no leaders but those of their 
own selection. 

The oath bound them to aid and assist 
one another in all cases, and under all cir 
cumstances. It also stipulated that they 
should stand by their colors until ordered 
to retreat, and to regard all the proceed- 
ings, designs and intentions of the troop as 
secret, and not to be disclosed, except to 
an initiated brother. 

Bryan cheerfully took the oath, signed 
the muster roll, and with three vociferous 
cheers the whole company hailed him as 
one of the Brothers. Captain Drake then 
presented him with a complete list of the 
arms necessary for his young arms to wield, 
and with the uniform, which was already 
completed. 

* To-morrow,' he added, ' you may select 
a horse for yourself from several that we 
have in our stables.' 

Again the company uttered a snccession 
of cheers, and shook the new soldier cordi- 
ally by the hand. 

When the ceremony was over, Bryan 
was conducted to h*a own room, and a bed 
and a meas assigned to lum. 
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His wishes were realised. He was a sol- 
dier in the cause of his country. 

How he desired to see Peter Schnapps, 
and Carl Enipper, his true-hearted confi- 
dante, to inform them of the singular good 
fortune that had attended his wandering 
footsteps. 

In his dreams that night Bryan Blonday 
visited Van Eempen's Cimtle at the head of 
the troop. 

In the bright light of the morning he 
prayed that his dream might be realised 
ere a long time. 

After the morning meal was over, be 
visited the stables to select for himself a 
steed. He immediately made choice of a 
large and spirited grey, whose broad chest 
and strong limbs promised both speed and 
bottom. All the old soldiers who had ac- 
companied him commended his choice. 

Bryan was now a perfect soldier. AH 
hw appointments were complete. 

All that was necessary now to complete 
his happiness was an opportunity to put his 
skill to the test 

This the Captain had determined to af- 
ford him, for as soon as he returned from 
the stables he addressed him : 

'Now, Master Blonday, as you are one 
of us, 1 design to place you in immediate 
service, and where your information and 
knowledge of the country can avail us 

much.' 

'I shall be delighted with active employ- 
ment,' replied Bryan. 

' A few miles below the Y^n Kempen 
settlement,' continued the Captain, * some 
firiends of our cause have collected a quan- 
tity of supplies, which we shall need pre- 
sently, for appearances seem to indicate 
that we shall soon be called to active duties 
in the region of Fort Stanwix. I desire to 
place a small party under your control, and 
send you for the stores.' 

' I will cheerfully undertake the mission.' 

' Are the Tories armed and astir in that 
region?* 

* They are not* 

< Then a ainall party will be sufficient P 

< Without doubt' 

< And joa iro *aoqiiainted with the coun- 



* Intimately.' 

' Then you shall depart to-morrow. Du- 
ring the day I will 4select your party.' 

Bryan was delighted. If he could not 
obtain an interview with Viola Fordham 
during his absence, he could enjoy the hap- 
piness of passing her vicinity, and that, at 
least, was some consolation. He exprefseU 
a thousand thanks to the Captain for his 
confidence. 

The remainder of the day passed quick- 
ly and pleasantly to the young soldier* He 
had but few arrangements to make for his 
expected march, and his leisure hours he 
devoted to trying the speed and docility of 
his horse, and to the use of his weapons. 

When the night approached he sough 
his couch at an early hour, anxious for hti 
march upon the morrow. 

He was destined to a disappointment, for 
the rain descended in torrents when he 
arose, and precluded the possibility of a 
start It continued to pour throughout the 
day and night, and Captain Drake deemed 
it advisable to postpone the expedition for 
a week, in order that the swollen stream, 
acros;) which the expedition would be 
obliged to pass, might have time to empty 
their surplus waters. 

Bryan submitted to the new arrangement 
with a good grace, and when, at last, the 
day of their departure did arrive, he felt 
that the delay had increased his enjoyment. 

Some twenty of the most experienced 
soldiers were selected to accompany him, 
and when they were ready for departure, 
the Captain said : 

'Perhaps, as you pass so near your home, 
you will desi: e to visit it Should you con- 
clude to do so, you had better go alone, for 
the presence of so many of you might excite 
the ire of good Hans Van Kempen, and be 
productive of difficulty.' 

*I will be discreet,' said Bryan, rejoicing 
at the permission to visit his friends. 

• And do not forget to give my compli- 
ments to Peter Schnapps, good luck to his 
house !' 

< I will not forget,' said Bryan. 

And with a light heart and bright anti- 
cipations, he moved off upon his journey. J 
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How frequently are our expectatiomi but 
the reverse of the realities that occur to us. 

The march throu£;fa the fragrant woods 
was delightfuL As they rode along, the 
companions of the young man amused him 
with the history of their numerous battles 
since the war, and he in turn unfolded to 
them his own slender stock of personal his- 
tory. \ 



'In this manner the first day passed awaj, 
and they encamped, at an early hour, a few 
miles below the spot where the encoonter 
with the Tories had taken place. 

* To-morrow night T mentally exclaimed 
Bryan, as he rolled himself up in his blan- 
ket, 'I shall revisit my home.' 

What a hold that bright spot, home, ku 
upon our purest affections ! 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



THB FIRST PRISONER. 



>roclamation of Hans Van Kempen, 
a renrard for Bryan Blonday, ex- 
e Indignation of the Whigs, and 
der of the Tories. It was sur- 

it has made Bryan Blonday so im- 
I personage in the estimation of the 
?' asked Fozzle, the Attorney, of 
ad Peter Schnapps, afler reading 
De. 

said Peter, with a knowing shake 
3ad ; * it is love for the king s cause, 
iry little, and a more powerful feel- 
*eat deal. Hans is a fooL' 
irhat do you allude ?* 
$, sir,' said Peter. ' Love is "at the 
}fth6w&ole of it I know it well 

ost powerful passion T 

t's true.' 

does Hans so love Bryan, that he 

) secure and detain him in custody ?* 

laughed. 

8 loves a girl that will have nothing 
ith him,' said Peter. * She hates 
1 loves Bryan.' 
)usy, then, is the motive ? 

if you please to call it so.' 
ry malignant passion it is,' replied 

* I hope the young man may elude 
ny, all events.' 

er fear for Bryan Bkmday,' replied 
* Long ere thiiii he is safe enough 
Stanwiz, tad I doabt if Huh Yin 



Eempen's reward will tempt any person to 
venture after him in that region. I only 
wish it would, that's all \* 

* But the chances of war, Peter, may 
throw the young man in the power of the 

Patroonf 

* Oh ! the devil take such chances,' said 

Peter. * Bryan is wide awake ! Why,hltess 
you, sir, Hans could not trap him when he 
was here ; what can be do now t" 

* Who is the young lady that can turn an 
indifferent eye upon the young Patroon and 
his wealth ? 

< Viola Fordham, to be sure !' 

* Ah I' cried the Attorney ; *no poor for- 
tune herself.' 

* No, indeed !* 

< But she resides at the castle ? 
•Yes.' 

' A painful situation, truly. If this Hans 

is so vindictive it is in his power to work 
her mischief. If she dies without a mar* 
riage, the young man possesses her proper- 
ty.' 

< No fears for her. If Hans should but 

threaten her, the whole settlement would 

rise up against him !' 

* That could affect him but little. Wealth, 

you know, is power. In every sense of the 
word, the Patroon is dictator in this region.' 

* For some, and for some he is not,' re- 
plied Peter. *T1 high-handed measuie 
will work his dow 11.' 

1 GOV NCtii dropped here, the 
A ] 1< 
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Viola Fordham was not ignorant of the 
persecution of her lover. She had read the 
proclamation of Hans, and, although no po- 
litician, and hut little acquainted with the 
wickedness of the human heart, she readily 
divined its object Carl had informed her 
of Bryan*8 departure, and most earnestly 
did she hope that he would escape. 

One night, a day or two afler the post- 
ing of the reward, she was sitting in her 
own room, pensive and sad, when Hans 
entered. Withot any formality he seated 
himself, and commenced the discourse. 

* I have come to see you,' he said, < once 
more, with regard to thje difficulties exist- 
ing between us, in relation to our union. 
I am confident that they can be removed !' 

Here was the dreaded subject again. 

* Did 1 not request you to speak no more 
to me about this matter?* asked Viola, 
scarcely able to contain her indignation. 

^ And what if you did ?* asked Hans. 
' Why do you resume it again ?' 

< Because I want it determined ? 

< But it is already determined !' 

* Not so. The last time I conversed with 
you about it, you urged that there were dif- 
ficulties in the way of it. Now, I repeat to 
you, I am satisfied that these difficulties 
can be removed !' 

* They eannot' 

* But I am confident V 

* And so am I.' 

* But will you listen to my proposals ?* 
' Proposals are useless.' 

'If you will consent to receive me as your 
husband, I wil^ remove all right or claim to 
your property, and it shall be set apart for 
your own free use ?* 

* It will not do.' 

' But does not the ofifer convince you that 
I am disinterested in my views ? I would 
wed you for yourself alone f 

* That can never be.' 
•And why not?* 

* Do not urge me to tell.' 

* Nay, I insist upon knowing. It is but 
jnst that I should know, for I am deeply in- 

termted.' 

* I do not love yea V 

•That you have alioaidy told me.* 

* Viola beMtatad. 



*Now give me the true reason,* nrgri 
Hans. 

' I love another !' 

A dark frown settled upon the PatiooiA 
brow, but it was sunlight compared wilk 
the blackness that swept over his sool. 

* Who is that olher? he asked. 
' You have no right to inquire.' 
Hans knew well enough. 

' But I will know,' he said. 
' Perhaps you will !' 

* Do you refuse to tell P 

* I do.' 

< Beware !' exclaimed Hans, starting v^ 
and striding the room. * Beware ! do nol 
tempt me too far. Consider before it ii 
too late. I will be to you all that yoa cu 
desire, gentle, kind, and true. Turn me 
not off for an adventurer, a namel eao ■ ' 

* Enough ? cried Viola, indignantly. * I 
will hear no more. If you are a reasooaUp 
man, my answer will content you. I do ast 
love you, cannot love you, and will not wai 
you!* 

This was explicit, and to the point. Hoi 
felt that he had no hope of succesa by frir 
means, but he could not bring himself li 
think of relinquishing the fair prixe beftn 
him. In his eyes she had never looked ai 
beautiful, to his avarice, her fortune new 
seemed so large. His very soul was agi* 
tated by the strength of his passions. 

Conscious of maintaining an iron nk 
over the thoughts and feelings of his tsar 
ants, and most of the inhabitants of the ssl- 
tlement ; aware that many of those wea^ 
ing the semblance of men, worshipped hN 
wealth, as God*s chosen people once ww- 
shipped a golden calf, he could not eoa- 
oeive how it was that Viola Fordham cooM 
spurn his love— could refuse to link her fkH 
with his own ! 

Poor Hans, he had yet many bitter lei* 
sons to learn before he could see and appre- 
ciate his real condition ! 

* You will repent of this determinatk»r 
he exclaimed, in a tone more mild than Vi- 
ola had expected, ' and perhaps when it il 

too late. In charity to yoa, I warn yoa Ml 
to' build up hopes <n love npoo Biyan BIo^ 
dayl Tfafttviper cannot escape we. 
fenfleaiice sbul pnimeUBLindAs ■! 
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er live to witness your triumph, 
lefeat I say, be warned !' 
nful smile, more aggravating to the 
ans than words of the keenest re- 
vas all the reply Viola vouchsafed 
chibition of unmanly bravado 1' 
! smile. Eve smiled in the garden, 
e, if you will despise my power. 
f yet feel it !' 

prepared/ said Viola, calmly, 
shall have need of preparation,' re- 
us, * need of all tlie fortitude of 
yoL seem so confident' 
ill not fail me,' quietly responded 
* I have no fears ; do not defer 
orations in consideration of it' 
Q I leave you, madam, and remem- 
lall take you at your word. When 
n comes you must not complain !' 
il not, I assure you.' 
departed, and left the maiden 

•on as the door closed upon him, the 
that had sustained her through the 
w gave way, and she wept like 
id infant It seemed that her heart 
•reak. 

elt that she was a lone female, and 
power of a desperate man. She 
regretted that she had not consented 
n*s prop<isal of an immediate union, 
.east,' she said, * it would have con- 
ipon him the right to protect me.' 
mind of Hans underwent a great 
after he reached his own room. All 
ts but one were driven from it, and 
ramed a burning intensity. 
is a thought of vengeance ! 
Ul ht avenged!' hessaid, furiously 
r the table with his clenched fist * I 
;ceed— or die I' 
reflections were dark and murder- 

ne time he resolved to double the 
. he had already offered for Bryan's 
ension ; and at another, he resolved 
B a company of armed men, and place 
fat their head, for the purpose of 
g down the youth. 

nre should be go? How should he 
? Where tmiM Biyan Blonday ? 
impotaibilUj of antworiiig theie 



questions, caused him to hesitate, before he 
adopted any rash sckemes. 

He passed a sleepless night In the 
morning, when he descended from his 
chamber, his countenance was pale and 
haggard. 

He continued his operations upon the new 
building in the settlement, and from this 
date, he seemed to regard its speedy com- 
pletion as a matter of the most vital import- 
ance. He increased the number of la- 
borers employed upon it, and night and day 
the neighboring woods echoed the blows of 
the axe and the hammer. 

Public curiosity increased. Crowds were 
frequently gathered about the growing edi- 
fice, peering into its numerous compart- 
ments, and gazing upon its huge walls, but 
the uniform answer of Hans was: 

' Time will disclose all things !' 

And the people were compelled to be con- 
tent 

Stimulated by the prospect of reward, 

many of the Tories of the settlement were 
upon the watch for Bryan Blonday, and 
anxious for his detection. In an especial 
manner was the inn of Peter Schnapps re- 
garded with the greatest anxiety, for no one 
thought that Bryan had resorted to more 
than a temporary secretion, except the very 
few friends in his confidence. 

The new building was finally completed. 
From the style of its exterior finish, no one 
doubted but it was intended for a prison, 
and after it was placed in a condition to re- 
ceive prisoners, Hans himself threw ofi^ 
his air of mystery, and declared his inten- 
tion of using it for that purpose. 

It caused a deal of wonder among the in- 
habitants of Van Kempen's castle. Why 
did they require a prison at this time ? Had 
anything occurred suddenly to demorallie 
the people, or to induce them to commit 
crime ? Por years they had proceeded 
quietly, without such an appendage to their 
government, and what, or who, required it 

now? 
Hans was questioned upon the points, but 

he did not choose to explain. He nierely 

stated that the times required a Jail, bM he 

was determined to keep ap with the tsnoit 

Indeed, his intvrwt raqaind it 
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Immediately afler the piiaon wu finished, 
the roioiite men of the settlement were 
formed into different squads, lo guu-d it. 

Thia WW the c&iue of ■till greater wod- 
der. 

Guud an empty prison ? Who eser 
heard of such an absurd proceeding ? It 
was the height of folly, and Hana Van 
Kempen waa absolatel; aod decidedly in- 

Hani paid no heed to th«ae remarks, or 
to the Boeeis tliat accompanied them. He 
proceeded with his regu lot ions, and enforced 
tbem too. Before liie obatinale determina- 
tion, ail clomor ceased, and iiighlly waa the 
tenantleas prison guarded by a patrol of the 
JQckleas inhubitanU. 

' Surely 1' exclaimed an old inhabitant, 
' innovation and folly can go no further.' 

He was mistaken, however. 

The inhabiunU one morning were aroua 
ed from their slumbers by the shrieks of i 
m and the thunders of a drum ! Peering 
from their windows, they discovered parad- 
ing the streets, a Company of soldiers— of 
regiilu Mldiers, wealing the uniform of the 
king! 

They marched boldly up to the Castle, 
uid there they were provided for by Hans 
Van Kempen. 

' Verily !' e«clairaed Peter Schnapps, 
robbing his eyes, and Btaring in asionish- 
ment, ' old things have paased aw«y, «nd 
all things hove become new !' 

Public notice was sooii given, that the 
troc^ would remain in' the settlement to 
obtkin recruils,nod to enforce the authority 
of Hana Van Kempen, who had been ap- 
pointed a magistrate. 

f. Van Kempen's Castle was an important 
place. 

Hans himself assumed a new chsracier. 
Be strutted immeasurably— he talked pom- 
pously, and issued his various orders with 
the air of a man who had the world at his 
command. 

And the Patroon had reasons of his own 
for this conducL He was determined to 
awe Viola Fordhaiu— to display his power 
to her, in the vain hope that he might there- 
by win her love I 

Poor boll howliittolwkiMvofihemd 



to a woman's affections. It wu like MBd- 
ing messages of peace upon c&nnoD ball^ 
bomb sheila, and rockets ! 
. iViola was not to be moved. Threatssd 
denunciations— hard words, ftnd pompon 
displays— it was all the same to her. 

She loved Bryan Blonday, and him only. 

But we must relum to Bryan. 

He commenced his second days'* maicb 
Willi the greatest eagerness. Ereijr atepor 
his noble horse hore him nearer to tlMMt 
scenes endfftred to hia memory, and indeli- 
bly impressed Upon his heurt. The r«gioa 
iu which he had spent the days of his boy- 
hood i where he had loved, where he hsd 
been beloved, would soon open upon him, 
and he could not restrain an elevatioD of 
the feelings, an eagerness that would itmj- 
Test itself in spile of his reeislance. 

The path, or rude road, pursued by tlM 
little party, was much more smooth and 6m 
from obstructions than on the previous dan 
Conseiiuently tliey were enabled (o mab 
more speed, and the sun was yet some d» 
tance from the western horizon when Biy* 
an ordered a halt, a few miles above thi 
ford. 

He informed his companions of the rsa- 
dons for hisearly halt. He intended lo Tit- 
it the settlement, and he did not deem it 
prudent to venture too near with the wholt. 
party, for fear of discovery by some of tba 
agents of Hans. 

Hia comrades assented to bn anangs- 

The supper was prepared early ; tfisr 
this, the arrangements of the night wars 
completed, and just as the son was ainking 
in the west, Bryan, entirely alone, and oa 
foot, started for the settlement. 

How ightly he pursued hia solitary patt, 
and how lively were the emotions of bis 

' If I could only see Carl Koipper,* be 
exclaimed, ' possibly I could enjoy an in- 
terview with Viola. Oh! that would be so 
deliglitrul, fur it seems as if our separaticn 
bad endured nn age ? 

It was dark when ha reached the fbrd, 
quite dark, but Ryan had no ffears. He was 
thorooghlj acqaainted with the giwad, iit- 
daed, ba knew tmrj taut. 
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He succeeded in crossing in safety, but 
just as he was crossing the opposite bank, 
he discovered the figure of some person 
moving toward him. 

Knowing that flight would only betray 
him, and hoping in the darkness to pass un- 
observed, he kept on his way. * ♦ 

He had proceeded but a, little distance, 
before a voice hailed him. 

* Halt ! and give the countersign !' 

« What can this mean ? thought Bryan. 
• Hans Van Kempen's castle become a raili- 
taiy post since my absence. The voice is 
a strange one too. It cannot be ; some one 
thinka to practise on my fears.' 

And he was pursuing his way without re- 
garding the challenge. 

* Halt! repeated the voice, with startling 
earnestness, and the unknown man advanc- 
ed toward him. 

< Who are you ?* asked Bryan, disguising 
hifl voice, and halting himself. * Why do 
you molest a peaceable person ? 

< Halt, and give the countersign, or I will 

teach you who I am.V 

To the great surprise of Bryan, as the 
man approached him, he discovered that he 
wore a red coat and carried a musket 

* Give me the countersign, I repeat,' said 

the soldier. 
^ What if I do not know it? asked 

Bryan. 

* Then you must go with me to the guard- 
house.' 

« The devil I will. These are new ar- 
rangements for Van Kempen's castle. Let 
me know when it happened that a man 
could not pass out and in to his house with- 
out the choiceof a countersign and a guard- 

hame?' 

* If you reside here, you know as well as 
I do,' replied the sentinel. * If you are a 
stranger, you may deliver yourself up to me, 
and I will conduct you to safe quarters.' 

» I am obliged to you,' said the youth. 
*^When I reach the settlement, I have a 
Iiome of my own.' 

* And your name ? 

< No matter about the name. I do not 
leeognise four ri^^t to ask it I have been 
rtrmt Mne two weeki or thereaboatsy and 



when I left, the place was destitute of sol- 
diers^or guards.' 

' But it is now supplied with both,' said 
the soldier. 

* No matter. You must not detain me. 
Stand aside and let me pass. I am some- 
what in haste !' 

Bryan was resolute, yet he feared that he 
had thoughtlessly involved himself in diffi- 
culty. 

' I repeat, and for the last time,' replied 
the soldier, ' that you cannot pass without 
the countersign.' 

'What am I to do. Let me go back 
then.' 

' I cannot' 

« Well.' 

* You must go to the guard-house.' 
« I will not' 

^ You willi^ cried the soldier, bringing his 
musket to a shoulder. ' If you do not like 
that, I will take you before the magistrate. 
If you are a resident of the settlement, he 
will know you and release you at once. If 
you offer to resist, I will fire upon you F 

* Who is this magistrate ?' asked Btyan. 

* You a resident, and not know ?' 

* There was none in the settlement when 
Heft.' 

* Do you know Hans Van Kempen ?* 

•Yes.' 

' He is the magistrate.' 

Bryan started. He was perplexed. 

* Will you go with me ?' asked the sol- 
dier. 

With the exception of a short knife, de- 
signed more for culinary necessities of the 
soldier, than for a weapon of offence, Bry- 
an was unarmed. After a moment's reflec- 
tion, he resolved to submit to the soldier; 
and when he arrived near the village, seize 
upon an opportunity and make his escape. 

* Yes, I will go with you.' 
' Are you armed ?' 

« No.' 

* Give me your arm then/ 

And Bryan linked his arm within the sol- 
dier's, and they moved on in the direction 
of the settlement 

As they approached the place, the youth 
mtently watched an opportunity of attempt- 
ing his escape. 
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How much more earnest in the matter 
he would nave been had he known of the 
proceedings of Hans during his abserce. 
He was ignorant of the existence of a jail, 
ignorant that a reward was offered for his 
apprehension. 

Fortune was against the youth. The 
soldier kept a firm grasp upon his arm, and 
when within a short distance of the village, 
he was join-'d by a companion in a red coat 

A short dialogue ensued bet wet n ibe two. 
The result of their discourse was an addition 
of one to Bryants guard, for tlie last-^men- 
tioned man seized his other arm, and he was 
one more hnrried forward. 

There was now no chance for his es- 
cape! 

He was conducted at once to the jail. 

As he approached the gloomy-looking 
edifice, he was completely surprised. The 
appearance of the prison* seemed like the 
work of enchantment When he departed 
from the place, the spot it occupied was va- 
cant Unable to restrain his \\onder, he 
asked : 

« What place is this ? 

*ByUie godsT exclaimed the sentinel, 



I believe yon are an arch impostor. But 
a little while ago, you pretended that yon 
were a resident of the settlement, and yoa 
do not know the prison !' 

* Tht Pfiaon P 

* Aye! your lodging place for to-night' 
Bryan was confounded. 

' But you promised to take me before (be 
magistrate.' 
« But not to night' 

* And why P 

* The Patroon most liot be distarbed.' 

* The devil, sir ! Take me before him at 
once. I will teach yon that lam-B. resident 
of the place, and that Hans Van Kempeo ii 
my schoolfellow. Take me before hini| I 
say.' • 

* Not so fast, young man. For. the night 
you will tarry here. Your accommodation 
will be spacious, airy, and clean, fat jot 
are the first occupant' 

Bryan saw that resistance would be 
worse than useless, and he suffered hiocMlf 
to be conducted within the jail ! 

Alas! for the bright anticipations with 
which he had set out upon his ill-starred vi- 
sit' 



THE FOUNDLING OF THE MOHAWK. 



^ 



CHAPTEE IX. 



THE DOUBLE RESCUE. 



' a ray of light, not a solitary glim- 
penetrated the compartmei^t of the 
in which Bryan Blonday was confin- 
iW was enveloped in a darkness as 
ad as the grave, or that wherewith 
was afflicted in the olden time. The 
3 close and suffocating, and for some 
fter his incarceration, his situation 
nost intolerable. 
e did not desert the young man. 

(ily for ns, this hope, this main stay 
}p of the human mind, in situations 
'ess and gloom, is the last feeling to 
us. The first to bring light upon 
kness, it clings to us until the grave 
over us. 

3 Van Kempen, he thought, would 
m hitn. He dare not He had been 
3f no crime, and he was free! 
r much reflection, he concluded the 
or would witness his liberation, and 
[ler arrivinor at this conclusion he 
3ep, and forgot his troubles in plea- 
3ams. 

fife and drum of the red-coats 
1 him at sun-rise. 

s unpleasant drum will soon cease,' 
, * and then I shall be permitted to 
f friends. I wonder if the good 
chnapps has heard of my mishap ? 
n forgot that he was unknown to the 
L who had arrested him, and that his 

must remain in ignorance of his 
til he had been brought before Hans, 
ognised ! . 4 



The hours moved slowly away, and yet 
Bryan was left to solitude. No one ap- 
proached him. 

* Was it possible that he was forgotten P 

In the morning, afler the usual breakfast 
hour, the sentinel who had arrested Bryan, 
entirely ignorant of the valae of his capturOi 
went up to the Castle to report to the Pa* 
troon. 

Hans had just finidied his bxeakfaBt»aod 
was walking upon the lawn wheo the aoU 
dier approached him. 

' I have come to report to yon,' he said, 
* I was the captain of the watch last night* 

* Well.' 

< I arrested a stranger.' 

* Go on.' 

< I discovered him crossing the ford, and 
at once took him into custody. He tefiued 
to give up his name.' 

* Where is he ?* 

* In the jail.' # 

* Describe his person.' 

* That I cannot do. In the darkness I 
could see but little of it' 

* Was he young or old ?' 

* A. young man.' 

* I will attend to it' 

The sentinel bowed and departed. 

* If it were only Bryan Blonday !' ex- 
claimed Hans, *then would my deareft 
wish be gratified.' 

He retired to his library, and in the tur- 
moil and perplexity of his bumoew he forgot 
hifl prifloner. 
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His conversation with the sentinel did 
not occur to him until nearly night, then 
he remembered it, and exclaimed : 

*Ah! that poor devil of a prisoner! I 
had forgotten him. Doubtless it is some 
poor traveller, who will feel but little grati- 
fied for his gratuitous accommodations.' 

And lei^jurely Hans walked toward the 

ail. 

Having procured the keys of the man on 

duty, he entered the prison. 

Bryan heard his approach, and he arose 
from the rough floor upon which he had 
been sitting, and prepared for the interview. 

Hans Van Kempen fairly shrieked witl^ 
oy when he discovered that the prisoner 
was the very man he desired. 

He uttered not a word, but closed the 
door hastily, and upon his egress ordered 
the guard to be doubled. 

* The Gods have favored me !' he ex- 
claimed, as he walked hastily toward his 
home. * Now shall my vengeance be grati- 
fied, and the proud Viola Furdham be 

bumbled.* 
He could hardly contain himself. He 

robbed his hands, he chuckled, and experi- 
enced all th<? gratification of a vulgar mind 
at an advantage over a person that he 

hated. 

* We shall see now !' he cried, * if my 

power is to be divided, and my charity 
spurned by a low mendicant — a beggar — a 
nameless — fatherless — motherless outcast I' 

And he gloated over his intended ven- 
geance like a tiger over his fallen victim. 

Arrived at his own house, he di.'^c.loscid 
his good fortune to Naomi, his housekeep- 
er. This was equivalent to publishint^ it 
upon the housetop, for the servants were at 
once informed of it 

From thence it spread with rapidity 
throuorh the settlement. 

Bryan Blonday was a prisoner ! 

Some it startled, and some heard it witli 
indifference. 

Hans could not forego the pleasure, the 
malicious satisfaction of imparting the news 
to Viola in person. He felt that the pain he 
would inflict would in a measure compen- 
sate him for the insults he had endured at 
her hands. He hastened to her room, and 
found her within it 



He at once commenced the gratefpl task 
before him. • 

* You remember our former conversation, 
dou' tless. Then you bid defiance to my 
power and da'cd the storxn 1 warned you to 
beware of. Now the storm has commenced.' 

' Really !' 

^ Bryan Blonday is in my prison.' 

A blow from an assassin could not have 
surprised the beautiful girl more than did 
this announcement. 

'How?* she asked, her bloodless lips 
slightly parted, and her eyes filling with 
tears. 

Hins repeated the annoimcement with 
malignant emphasis. 

Viola felt that the storm had indeed com- 
\ menced.. She could not reply to her bnital 
tormentor. 

* What say vou now? asked Hans, 'do 
you defy i"e st.ll ? Dots your fortitude lor* 
sake you?* 

Viola's tears fell fast 

* WeepT he said. 'It is the province of 
a woman to shed tears. Had you heeded 
my warning voice, y<iu might have spared 
th s misery, you might have rejoiced with 
me!' 

' Leave me !* cried Viola. * Both yoor 

manner and y our person are odious. Leave 

me !' 
*na! ha." 

The P<itroon laug'-ed deridingly. 

*■ Not 60 fast, my pretty one. Let me tell 
I you all. Bryan Blunday is not only a *pri- 
jsoncr, but he dies! As sure as there is a 
: God above us, he shall be executed.' 

Viola uttered a shriek, and before Hans 
I could prevent her, she fell to the floor in- 
! sensible. 

In alarm the ruffian called her maid, and 
I then retreated to his library. 
I It was a lon^ time before Viola recover- 
ed, and even then she fe.t that death would 
be a relief. 

The terrible threat of her cousin rang io 
her ears, and fil ed her soul with a sickening 

fear. 

Could it be possible that Bryan was a pri- 
soner ? 

Carl Knipper, the fiiithful Carl, was deep- 
ly affected when he learned of hie you^g 
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friend's calamity. He imroediate'y refilled 
hi» pipe, and as soon as he coald avoid ob- 
servation, hastened to the inn of Peter 
Schnapps He seated hioMelf in one cor- 
ner, sad enough. 

By and by the company that was collect- 
ed on bis arrival separated, and he was 
Alone with Peter. 

' Have you heard the news P he asked. 

*No.' 

* Come near me, f hen. I dare not whis- 
per above my breath. The very walis have 
ears.^ 

Peter approached his friend. 

* Bryan is a prisoner in the jail.' 

* Great God !' cried Peter, ' it is impos- 
sible P 

* It is true,' 

With difficulty Peter could refrain from 
shedding tears. 

* When did this occur ?* 
Carl informed him. 

* Alas ! alas !' ejaculated the landlord. 

* What shall we do?* asked Cirl. 

* What can we do ?* returned Peter. 
♦Wait a little,' said C .rl. * The matter 

is not ripe yet Let us first see the dispo- 
sition that Hans makes of him. Perhaps 
he may discharge him.' • 

*Ye8,' said Peter bitt<5rly, *when the 
wolf discharges the lamb. But how was 
Bryan taken ? I thought he was at Stan- 
wix long ere this. How and where was 
he taken ?' 

* 1 know not' 

Strange !' said Peter. * How know you 
that he is taken at all ?' 
♦I learned it from Hans.' 
Peter's lugubrious face brightened. 

* Then perhaps it is a lie, only told by the 
Patroon for some base purpose. I do not 
credit the report' 

Carl insisted upon its truth, and left the 
inn as sad and sorrowful as he had entered it 

* Poor Viol I !' he muttered. * 1 am sure 
it will break her heart, and then Bryan will 
die, even if Hans does not kill him.' 

Throughout the whole of that day and 
night, Bryan remained in his solitary prison, 
destitute of food and drink. 

^Guno upon. the .mnxdovrr he ex- 



claimed, as he paced his narrow apartment 

to and fro, 'does he intend to starve me into 

passiveness before I am brought before 

him? 
The following morning the soldier upon 

duty furnished him with a scanty supply of 

coarse food. 

Soon after he had partaken of the un- 
grateful repast, a str.ing guard entered the 
prison, and he was conducted to the Castle 
for the purpose of an examination. 

Nearly the whole settlement, men, wo- 
men, and children, were collected about 
the prison when Bryan emerged, to obtain 
a sight of their favorite. He was pale, 
but firm and collected, and a buzz of sym- 
pathy and admiration greeted his appear- 
ance. 

The youth recognised his friends by a 

graceful inclination of his head, and passed 
on with the guard. 

Peter Schnapps had placed himself clo«e 
to the door of the jail, in order to speak 
with iiis young favorite, but he found it 
impossib.e to do so. With the crowd he 
followed on towacd the castle. 

At the great gate that opened upon the 
lawn some confusion ensued. The crowd 
were determined to pass in with the prison- 
er and hear the examination, and this the 
soldiers would not permit 

Order was at length restored, and the 
people excluded. Entirely unfriended, 
Bryan was conducted to the presence of 
Hans. 

The Patroon was seated in his library, 
awaiting the arrival of his p isoner. He re- 
ceived him with a frown, and when order 
was obtained, he said : 

* Bryan Blonday ! You are arraigned be- 
fore me on a charge of treason, and of steal- 
ing into tluR sett.ement at night tim», for 
mischievous purposes ! What do you say 
to it', 

* That it is false !' 
' Indeed !' 

* Aye ! and you know it to be false. I 
am a resident of this settlement, and was 
returning to my home, when intercepted by 
your patrol. It is oiy privilege to visit the 
place!* 

I * Aye! bat the treasoa Do yoa deny 
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the charge of treaion to his Migee^'f go- 
▼enuDent ? Are you not a Whig ?* 

' I do Dot deny it !' 

' And yoa are a soldier, too, in the rebel 
army — in arms against the sovereign, for 
you wear a unifmrm that I recognise.' 

Bryan was silent 

' What do you say to this charge ? 

* By what authority do yoa arraign me P 
' By the authority of my commission as 

a king's magistrate/ 

* Have you jurisdiction over a charge of 
treason? 

* I am not to be catechised by you, sirrah ! 
Answer me at once ! What do you say to 
the charge of treason ?* 

<If to love my country — ^to be willing to 
serve it, and, if needs bp, to die for it, is 
treason, then I am guilty!* said Bryan 
proudly, folding his arms upon his chest, 
and gazing scornfully upon Hans. 

* Enough !* cried the Patroon. * Conduct 
him to the prison again, and mark me, if he 
escape, the severest punishment shall be 
awarded you ! Remove him at once V 

The examination was brief. 

Bryan felt that he was a doomed man, 
yet his confidence and his courage did not 
forsake him. 

* His power over me can extend no far- 
ther than imprisonment,' be said, after his 
return to the jail« * and it will indeed be cu- 
rious if I cannot effect my escape from this 
tenement' 

Bryan Blonday knew the baseness of the 
Patroou's heart, but he did not know its bit- 
ter malignity. 

After the departure of the prisoner, Hans 
paced his room impatiently, apparently in 
a great quandary. 

' Now,' he muttered, * it needs prudent 

management to make this fortunate capture 

avail me. If I can work upon the fears of 

Viola, if Fhe knows that I will sacrifice 

Bryan, unless she bestows her hand upon 

me, such is the nobleness, the generosity of 

her nature, that she would consent to save 

his life !' 
And he pondered deeply upon this idea. 

*Itis worth the tria!,' he said. * I can 

but fail, and shall, even then, loee noChing I 

€f^aij vengMimr 1 



And when questioned respecting the fiite 
of Bryan, he answered, somewhat sternly t 

' The punishment of treason is death.' 

Viola Fordham knew of her lover's ar- 
raignment, knew of the charges that had 
been preferred against him. When she 
learned that he was remanded to the jail, 
the worst fears of her heart were fiiUy 
aroused. 

Day and night she wept over his fhte. 

Of Hans she entertained a deep-seated 
dread. Whether it is that woman can mora 
readily divine the heart of man, or that 
men are less cautious, or more open and 
destitute of deceit before them, I know 
not, but Viola knew tliat Bryan Blonday 
was doomed. She knew, also, that Hans 
would execute him, without regard to the 
law, and without a twinge of remorse. 

What could she do to avert his fate. 

She was determined to attempt an inter- 
ference. 

At length her futile invention hit upon 
a plan, and she resolved to try it 

Only one thought possessed her heart, 
and that was, the liberation of her lover at 
all hazards. 

She asked an interview of Hans. 

• The brute laughed. 

Indeed !' he said, ' the proud beauty yields 
already. I feel that I shall succeed !' 

Of course he consented to the desired 
meeting. 

Viola was very pale when she entered the 
Patroon's presence. She had been weep- 
ing bitterly, and her eyes were red and 
swollen. 

Hans remarked her appearance, and the 
evidence of her intense suffering aflSnrded 
him satisfaction. 

* Perhaps!' he thought 'she does not 
think so lightly of my power at this time.' 

He presented her a chair, arid was re- 
markably formal and polite, although it was 
very frigid. 

* I have solicited this interview,' she said, 
' in order to efifect a compromise with yoa.' 

* Really !' said Hans, aflecting Burprise^ 
< this is a condescension that I did not ex- 
pect, after what has passed.' 

< Wi^ joalntr nj fvopenii 9* 
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* I wOL I will not retort upon you the 
seoixi and contempt witli which yoa re- 
ceived my former solicitations.' 

' Bryan Blonday is your prisoner P 

* There is nothing niore certain.' 

* Would any thing induce you to release 
himP 

* Would you corrupt me, madam P 

* What mean you ?* 

* Am I not a king's officer ? In this mat- 
ter with Bryan Blonday, I am not acting 
upon my individual responsibility. I am a 
government officer. I must do my duty T 

Viola was discouraged, but her deter- 
mination increased. 

* You surely have the power to free him 
if you choose P 

* Oh ! I could do so, to be sure.* 

* Will you P 

'Woman ! you know not what you ask!* 
' I ask the freedom of one who never in- 
jured you.' 

' I repeat, that personal matters have no- 
thing to do with this affair.' 

* Hear me, Hans ! You know the extent 
of my fortune P 

* I do.' 

j ' It is in your custody P 
*Yes.' 

* If you will! release Bryan Blonday this 
night, every dollar of it shall be your own !' 

This was a tempting offer, a magnificent 
ofifer. The eyes of the Patroon glowed 
under (he feelings it excited. 

Viola watched his feelings closely, as 
they were sfjadowed in his countenance. 
The hope increased, and she construed his 
prolonged silence into a favorable conside- 
ration of the proposal. 

'Is it a bargain?' she asked earnestly. 

' If I refuse, I can obtain her hand for the 
same &vor,' thought Hans, and he answer- 
ed: 

' I cannot consent"* 

Viola was disappointed, most grievously 
disappointed. 

' It is all I have V she said, despondingly. 

'Woman! said Hans slowly, assuming a 
virtue that he did not possess, 'You have 
miatakeo me. I am not the sordid wretch 
foa would believe me to be, not by a vast 



deal* You seem to be deeply interested 
in behalf of this young man.' 

'lam.' 

' And desire his life P 

' Above my own.' 

'Now, hear me! It is -in your power to 
save him.' 

' Oh ! mention the terms f exclaimed the 
fair girl, eagerly. 

" It is for no light consideration that I 
would venture upon this step — ^for no gold, 
no honor.' 

' Mention the terms.' 

' They are easy, and perfectly within yeor 
reaehr 

'Keep me no longer in suspense, but 
name them.' 

' Bestow your hand upon me this night, 
and the next moment Bryan Blonday is free 
to go where he chooses.' 

' Oh, God !' exclaimed the agonised girl, 
clasping her hands and gazing imploringly 
in the face of her cousin. 

' Do you accept the terms ?' 

'I cannot P groaned Viola. 

•Then he dies." ^ 

' Oh, say not so, Hans !' 

' I repeat it, he dies V 

Viola wept 

'The price is reasonable;' continued 
Hans, ' and you say the boon is important to 
your happiness.' 

* I cannot wed you !' repeated Viola, ' I 
cannot render myself so base in my own 
eyes. Listen, Hans! You would not 
want for your wife one whose heart was en- 
tirely given to another — one who coxdd mJl 
love you, who could not return your affec- 
tion. To consent to this, would be to entail 
perpetual misery upon us both. No, no, 
Hans, take the fortune, but do not ask my 
person!' 

'I have said,' replied Hans, 'what I 
would do, and you may depend upon my 
firmness. Give me your hand at the altar, 
and Bryan Blonday is free ; refuse me and 
he dies, and you may enjoy the reflection, 
that yoa might have saved his life, but 
would not Who, then, is his murderer? It 
is not me /' 

These terv^Me words sunk into the heart 
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of the maiden, like lines of fire. It seemed 
that her straining bosom would burst, so 
intensely was her grief excited, bat Hans 
seemed as cold and unmoved, as an iceberg. 
It was a fearful struggle. 

'Time is pressing,' said Hans, who saw 
the impression his words had ma:!e, and 
who knew he had much to gain bj delay ; 
* time is pressing, and perhaps you are not 
exactly prepared to give my proposition a 
definite reply at this time. For your sake, 
and as evidence that I respect yourfoelings, 
I give you until to-morrow night for 
thought In the meantime, I pledge you 
that nothing shall be done in Bryan's case. 
At that time I will come for your answer.' 

This delay was a great relief to Viola. 
She eagerly embraced it, and with a totter- 
ing step she left the room. 

How deep and bitter was her grief when 
she returned to the solitude of her own 
chamber. 

What was life to her without Bryan Blon- 



day ? Nay, how miserable, how loathsome 
would be the life ^e should lead as the 
wife of Hans Van Kempen! 

In fact she doubted if Bryan would accept 
of his life upon such terms. She knew of 
the ardent, entire, devoted love that he bore 
bar, and did not doubt but he would prefer 
death to her loss. 

Yet could she consent to bis execution ? 
She knew that she could save him, and if 
s!ie refused or neglected to do so, would her 
own conscience hold her guiltless ? 

What could she do ? 

There was but a single alternative. 

* Oh !' she exclaimed eag^ly ; * if Bryan 
could escape ! If he cou'd be released, it 
would prove a double rescue; it would 
relieve him from a terrible doom^ and me 
from a horrible dilemma !' 

But alas! there was no hope of ao escape, 
no chance for one. He was in a stoat prk 
and armed men surrounded it 
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THE SIGNAL LIGHT. 



It was somewhat late in the afternoon on 
the day following Bryan's capture, when a 
stout, ruddy-faced horseman cro sed the 
ford below Van Kempeo's Castle, and rode 
leisurely toward the village. He was 
somewhat coarsely, yet comfortably clad, 
and as he passed along the highway he 
seemed to scrutinise every object that he 
saw. The beast that he bestrode was fat 
and sleek, yet it was not destitute of those 
unmistakeable points that denote both speed 
and bottom. 

As the sentinels of the loyal Patroon 
were not on duty through the day, the 
stranger was not challenged, but he went 
forward without interruption until he finally 
halted before the door of the village inn. 

Here he leisurely dismounted, and throw- 
ing the reins to Peter, and ordering his 
horse to be properly cared for, he entered 
the bar-room and seated himself. 

Several of the neighbors were congrega- 
ted in the bar-room, and their conversation 
related to the unexpected arrest of Bryan 
Blonday. 

The stranger apparently paid no heed to 
their discourse. Occasionally he hummed 
a tune, sometimes he whistled, and as soon 
as Peter Schnapps returned from his sta- 
ble, he made a demand for something 
wherewith to refresh his inner man. 
. Peter compounded the required beverage, 
and eyed his guest keenly* He was confi 
d^nfc that he had seen the ftoe hefbr^ bo^ 



where, or under what ciicomstanees, he 
could not tell. 

The stranger did not regard the scrutiny 
with which he was observed. He quaffed 
his liquor, and seemed resolutely bent upon 
minding his own business, a circumstance 
somewhat remarkable in these gossiping 
and inquisitive days. 

One after the other of the villagers left 
the bar-room, and after the lapse of an hour, 
or thereabouts, the stranger found himself 
alone with the landlord. He then made 
several peculiar flourishes with his arms, 
and Peter, with a most joyous smile, ex- 
claimed : 

' Ah ! may the gods be thanked ! This is 
indeed fortunate! I am rejoiced to see 
you, though I did not recognise you at 
first And how are the Blue Brotherhood, 
one and all ?' 

' Hist !' cried the stranger, * we shall be 
overheard. Conduct me to a private room, 
where we can converse.' 

Peter at once complied with this request, 
and led the stranger to a retired back room. 

* Now tell me all about Bryan Blonday, 
be said, seating himself. ' It is upon his ac> 
count that I am here.' 

« And is the youth one of you?* 
« Yes.' 

* God be thanked for that, for now I know 
that he is not withoat firiends. He is forta* 
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And Peter related all that he knew of the 
capture. 

' Unfortunate indeed ? said the Btran^r, 
who was one of the soldiers attached to 
Biyan's expedition. 'We waited his re- 
turn with the greatest impatience in the 
wood above here, and were finally per- 
suaded that misfortune had befallen him. 
I have come to devise some means for his 
assistance. Where is he confined ? 

' In the jaiL' 
, ' Is it a strong place ?' 

' A new edifice, just erected.' 

* But it can be forced ?* 

* It 18 strongly guarded.' 
< Indeed i' 

'Yes. Our worshipful Patroon has a 
squad of red-coats quartered on his premises, 
ftfld at present they have nothing to do but 
to guard the priscner.' 

The eyes of the stranger twinkled. 

'It will be fine sport, then. Bryan, of 
coarse, will not be tamely surrendered 
by the Blue Brotherhood. Now I must re- 
main here, and yet it is necessary that I 
■boold confer with my companions. How 
can I do this without exciting suspicion ? 

Peter mused for a moment, and then an- 
swered: 

' I wish you had arrived but a few mo- 
ments beibre. Then one of Bryan's friends 
was here. I can see him, however, and 
then we must devise a plaiL The village 
if guarded at every avenue in the night' 

'The devil! Of what is the Patroon's 
■nspicionii ?* 

'That he keeps a profound secret 1 
think, however, that Carl Knipper could 
lake you out in a canoe.' 

' And who is this Carl Knipper ? 

' The Patroon's servant' 

' But can he be depended on ? In this 
matter there must not be the chance of mis- 
take.' 

' I win answer for Carl. He is one of j 
Bryan's firmest friends ; a good Whig at 
heart, though compelled, like all of us, to 
disguise his sentiments. I will answer for . 
his fidelity with my life.' | 

'^ in see b »y all ana. If be will \ 

i to < * I let him meet me ' 

t udintlw 



time, if any enquiries are made concersing 
me, let it be given out that I am a travel- 
ler journeying eastward to my home.' 

' I will do so,' said Peter. 

And himself and the Blue Brother re* 
turned to the bar-room* 

The moment that an opportunity occurred, 
Peter lefl the inn and hastened to the 
Castle. He prowled arouud the walls un- 
til he caught a view of Carl, and then drew 
his attention by a peculiar kind of whistle. 
In a short time Carl was beside him. 

' Good news !' said Peter. ' Great news ? 

•Tell it,' said CarL 

' The Blue Brotherhood are determined 
to release Bryan.' 

'The Blue Brotherhood!' 

'Aye, the lad is one of them.' 

In a twinkling Carl's short pipe was tir 
ken from his mouth, filled with the aromatic 
weed, and then he busied himself with his 
flint and tinder. After he had emitted one 
or two clouds of the grateful smoke, be said : 

' Is it possible 7 

' True, and we want your assistance.' 

' Command me.' 

'I knew you,' said Peter, 'you would do 
anything for Bryan.' 

' Anything to relieve him of his danger.' 

Peter then explained the desbe of the 
soldier at his house, to visit his companions 
in the wood. 

'Carl rr plied: 

' That is easily done. No one sospeets 
their presence in this regioiL After dariK 
I will take a boat, and under the old pre- 
tence of a fishing voyage, I will come to 
the little cove at the foot of your gardeik 
Let the soldier meet me there, and I will 
convey him where he pleases. We can 
avoid the sentry.' 

'Admirable!' cried Peter. 'I will ar- 
range the matter. Do not fail in your ap- 
pointment' 

'I will not ; but you must not expect me 

until dark. I cannot escape from the Castle 
before that time.' 

The friends parted. Carl returned to hie 
avocations, and Peter returned to the inn, 
to acquaint his puest with his success. 

PuDCtnal to the hoar, Carl made hie tp- 
peanace in the little cove with aUgiithnik 
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canoe, which he maDa^d with most prac- 
tical akill. The Blue Brother was awaiting 
him in company with Peter, and as soon as 
a mntaal recognition had been brought 
about by the mediation of the landlord, the 
soldier seated himself in the frail boat, and 
it shot out into the stream as noiseless as a 
phantom. 

^ Where are your friends P asked Carl, 
when they had gained the middle of the 
stream. 

' I cannot teU exactly in the darkness,' 
was the reply, ' we will land upon the north 
bank, a mile or so above here, and then we 
will pursue our journey upon the land. I 
will warrant that none of the Patroon's sol- 
diers will molest us.' 

Carl plied the oars vigorously, and they 
affected a landing without any difficulty. 

* Now secure the boat,' said the Blue Bro- 
ther, * and we will find my companions.' 

Carl secured the boat by a rope attached 
to it, and then proceeded with his ■ com- 
panion through the dark woods. The 
walking was anything but agreeable, and 
many a fall and thump from overhanging 
limbs was the reward of the adventurers. 

At intervals the Blue Brother halted and 
uttered a signal. 

At length he received an answer. 
»[< That's themf exclaimed the Blue Bro- 
ther, and he increased his speed, and re- 
doubled his signals. 

' At length Carl discovered a group of 
men and horses in a cleared space, at some 
distance in advance. 

' Now,' said the soldier, turning towards 
him, ' you may halt here. In my confer- 
ence I must be alene. Not that I distrust 
yonr discretion or your honesty, but it is 
oiie of the rules of our organization.' 

Carl expressed himself contented, and 
seated himself upon a log. 

The stranger proceeddl to the clearing. 

He had no sooner arrived in the opening 
than he was surrounded by his comrades, 
all eagerly enquiring for Bryan. 

The soldier related the history of his cap- 
ture. 

A gloomy wSHence incceeded this an- 

noanceuMat 



The companion of Carl was the first to 
speak. 

* Now,' said he, * our course is a clear 
one. You must return to our camp, and 
acquaint Captain Drake with the youth's 
calamity. Let him return with the whole 
command, and then we will assault the 
prison. I will return to the settlement, 
where I can tarry unsuspected^ and watch 
the progress of events. When you arrive 
at this place, or hereabouta, halt until it is 
dark, and then fire a tall dry tree. If all 
things are in order for an attempt, your sig- 
nal ahall be answered by a similar one, and 
a guide shall meet you and conduct yoa 
across the ford to the settlement' 

The soldiers consented to this arrange- 
ment. 

* Return with the first streak of dawn, and 
tell Captain Drake that a delay will be dan- 
gerous. This Tory Patroon is malicious 
and vindictive, and he thirsts for the young 
man*s b'ood.' 

The Blue Brothers promised diligence, 
and the soldier returned to the waiting 
of Carl. 

• Now we will return,' he said ; * my bus- 
iness is completed. If your master only de- 
fers his proceedings for a few days, your 
friend Bryan B onday will be saved.' 

< May the Lord grant it,' siid Carl. 

And the companion returned to the ca- 
noe. 

' Remember the patrols ? said the troop- 
er, when they put into the stream. 

• I will ;' replied CarL 

And he landed his friend in safety, at the 
bottom of Peter's garden. 

Peter was alone in his bar-room, waiting 
the arrival of his guest He listened to the 
recital of the arrangements that had been 
made, with a pleased countenance, and re- 
tired to his bed, fully determined to see 'Bry- 
an, when be was removed to the castle for 
examination. 

In this intention the worthy innkeeper 

was disappointed, as we have already 

seen. 
The Blue Brother continued to abide at 

the inn, without exciting suspicion. He 

feigned a sort of comfortable illness as a 

reaao&fbr deferring his journey, though it 



58 



THE FOUNDLING OF THE MOHAWK. 



mast be confessed, that his full form and 
ruddy visage rendered the nature of his dis- 
temper somewhat doubtfuL 

He sauntered through the settlement fre- 
quently. With a keen and critical eye he 
examin d the prison, noted its form, its pro- 
bable stn n^th, and the number of its 
guards, and their appointments. 

He had frequent interviews with Carl 
Knippf^r. The worthy servant had already 
selected a t-^ee, and collected combustibles 
for the answering signal, in case it should 
be necessary to use one, and beside, he had 
consented to go to the lurking-place of the 
Brotherhood, when they arrived, and con- 
duct them across the ford to the settlement 

He had also rendered himself useful in 
collecting all the information possible to be 
secured, regarding the determination of 
Hans, his master, and the consequent fate 
of Bryan. 

On the dav after the interview of Viola 
with the Patroon, the distressed female 
sent for Carl. The faithful Sarah Fielding 
was the bearer of the message, and she con- 
ducted the surprised menial to her mis- 
tress. 
When Carl was m the room she withdrew. 

' Carl, my trusty friend, said Viola, * are 
you yet true to tlie interests of Bryan, or 
have your feelings cooled, now that he is a 
prisoner, and in distress ?* 

There was a strong expression of scorn 
on the iJutchman's features as he an- 
swered : 

' Carl Kuipper is p(x>r and humble, but 
he is no traitor! A poor man's bosom 
can contain a true heart !' 

Viola saw that the servant was sincere, 
and she hastened to soothe his feelings. 

* ] did not doubt you, Carl, yet many that 
seemed to befriend him in former days, will 
stand aloof from him now that adversity 
has him within its grasp!* 

' Perhaps so. But Carl Knipper is not one 
of those.' 

' No, Carl ; I have the most nnboanded 
confidence in you. I have sent for you, to 
counsel with you, to sdvise with you !' 

* I am but a poor adviser,' said Carl ; < bat 
■Dch af I am, i am at your wrvtce.' 



*■ Is there no way, Carl, by which we can 
libeiate Bryan— ^an set him free again P 

There was a touching eamestneaa in the 
tones of the fau* girl, that at once leacfaed- 
the heart of the servant 

He shook his head doubtingly.. 

*• 1 fear not,' he answered. 

* Cannot we bribe the jailor — cannot wa 
enter the prison and remove him in dis- 
guise ? 

Carl shook his head. 
Viola could not restrain her team 
' His friends, Carl,' she continued. * Hu 
he no friends ?' 
' Many.' 

* And are they idle in this awful time! 
Are they making no efforts for his release ?* 

Carl was placed in a delicate and painfol 
situation. He had promised the most 
faithful and honorable secrecy with the 
Blue Brother, and he dared divulge nothing. 
On the other hand, he was sorely distressed 
at the exhibition of Violate profound grief. 

He evaded a direct reply. 

< Undoubtedly they will do all in their 
power. I am not without hope that they 
will save his life.' 

' Indeed P cried Viola, eagerly catching 
at this consolation, feeble as it wae. 

' I do hope they will,' Carl repeated. 

' Tell me why you hope so, Carl ?* 

This was a perplexing question. 

' I know the interest they take in his 
welfare. I know they are devoted to him, 
and are not the men to give him up tame- 
ly P 

' Would they fight for him, Carl ?* 

* If it were necessary.' 

' But they are few, and could not with- 
stand the forces of my cousin Hans.' 

* Remember,' replied Carl, *• that the battle 
is not always to the stron£r, or the race to 
tlje swift.' 

* True enough, but in this matter, Carlf 
the heart desires the consola don of certain- 
ties.' 

Viola felt that she must abide the courae 

of events, that she could resort to no achemea 
by which to frustrate the intenti«'na of 
Hans. She dismistied Carl, enjoining ae* 
cresy upon him— a precaution, by the way, 
altogether needless. 
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When he had departed, she again gave I keep my word ! If yon do not wed me, 



herself np to grief, and gloomy forebodings. 

The time when she was to give a final 
answer to Hans, regarding his proposition, 
was rapidly approaching. As the moments 
flew past, her agitation and perplexity in- 
creased, and she felt that the pains of the 
rack, or the torments of Pandemonium, 
would be a relief to her agony. 

If she refused to marry Hans, Bryan 
would doubtless die. If she did wed, would 
not her desertion prove equally fatal to her 
lover? It was truly a desperate and awful 
alternative ! ' 

The increasing gloom in her apartment, 
warned her that the evening was approach- 
ing — the evening that was to determine her 
fate. Every fbotstep that echoed through 
the halls of the castle, she thought indica- 
tive of the approach of Hans, and caused a 
fearful shudder .at her heart By and by, 
ehe wished that be tootdd come, in order 
that an end might be put to the sickening 
struggle that distressed her. 



Hans Van Kempen, however, was play- I ^^^^^ 



Bryan Blonday dies, and yon seal his death- 
warrant !' 

' Oh ! God !' exclaimed Viola, elevating 
her eyes, devoutly, * relieve me from this 
agony f 

Hans arose fhnn his chair. 

* I thought yon had determined,' he said, 
' and would answer me promptly. I see, 
however, that I was deceived, and that you 
have used my indulgence toward you, mere- 
ly for the purpose of trickini;. I will take 
especial care, madam, that I am not de- 
ceived again. Let me bid yon a go-.d eve- 
ning 1' 

And he raised the door-latch to depart 

< Hold r almost shrieked Viola. ' Hold, 
Hans, do not leave me yet, I beseech 
you !' 

Hans halted. 

* Do you decide ?* 

•I do;' answered Viola, in a low tone. 

* Will you wed me ?* asked Hans, him- 
self deeply agitoted, and hardly able to 



ing a deep and desperate game, and it did 
not meet his views to evince any haste in 
the matter. Indeed, he waited until the 
evening was somewhat advanced, before he 
sought his cousin's apartment 

At last, he was seated in her presence. 

• I have come,' he said, in a cold, calcu- 
lating tone, * to hear the doom of Bryan 
Blonday !' 

A sensation of faintness oppressed Vio- 
la, and she could not, at once reply. 

* Have you decided ?' Hans asked. 
With a desperate eflfort, Viola answered. 

• Take the fortune, Hans, but leave me 
free. Take the fortune, and my prayers 
for your welfare, but ask no more I' 

* Woman !' replied the Patroon ; * this is 
trifling, and unworthy of you. I have in- 
formed you of the terms upon which I will 
release the prisoner, and tliey are final. If 
you wed me to-morrow night, he is free, 
if you refuse, to-morrow night, he dies!' 

« Oh ! Hans ! Hans ! You eanmi exe- 
cute him— you dare not ! It is murder !' 

*Dan notP cried Hans, with a scornful 
sneer. 'Dors not, madam ! I swear by the 



* I will !' 

Hans returned to bis seat 
'To-morrow night, in the chapel?' 

* Yes.' 

* Remember I the moment you are m'ne, 
Bryan Blonday is free ! but up to the last 
moment, the arrangements for his execu- 
tion shall proceed. If you fail, he dies.' 

And Hans left the room. 

* Aye, I will wed him !' exclaimed Vio^a, 
with a tone and air of singular calmness- 

* 1 will wed him, and save the life of Bry- 
an, but the same night shall see me a corpse /' 

Hans was delighted beyond measure. 
He retired early to bed, but not to sleep. 

*My plan has succeeded!' he said. •! 
have made her comply with my desires. 
Viola Fordham, shall be the wife of Hans 
Van Kempen. Bryan is foiled !' 

« There U many a slip, 'twixt the cup and the lip V 

The next day was dark and lowering. 
Hans paid no heed to the g'oom, but early 
in the morning, he hastened to the residence 
of the oflScialing Priest of the settlement, 
and requested his attendance at the chapel 



God that made me, that, I wm in all thing. I that evening, to unite him to VkJa. 
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The Priett promised compliance, and the 
Patroon returned to the castle^ to make hia 
preparations. 
■ What a day it was to Viola Fordham ! 

She was calm, perfectly qaiet, hat what 
a change ! Every impulse of her soul, eve- 
ry emotion of her heart, every hope, all hu- 
man feeling, was crushed within her ! She 
had, in fact, hut one thought, one determinap 
tion, one wish. 

She would save the life of Biyan Blonday, 
and then die ! 

The flightof time, she heeded not When 
night came, she bid Sarah array her for the 
ncrifice, and then she awaited the appear- 
ance of Hans. 

It was not until the darkness had envel- 
oped all things, that she heard his knock at 
the door. 

She bade him enter. 
^ * Are you ready ?* he asked. 
I 'Quite.' 

* The carriage is at the jdoor, let me as- 
sist you to descend.' 

Assuming her bonnet, and throwing a 

thick veil across her shonlderi, she accept- 
ed the offered arm of Hans, and descended 



to the lawn, where a huge old-ft«hioBed 
vehicle, rusted and tarnished for want <^ 
use and care, was drawn up to receive her. 

As she was about to enter the vehicle, a 
bright, lurid glare, shot up in the northern 
horizon like a column of fire ! 

The steeds attached to the vehicle start- 
ed, and were with difficulty restrained by 
the grooms. 

' What is the meaning of that? liked 
Hans, somewhat alarmed. 

* A bonfire !* replied the servant 
' For what purpose ? 

' Doubtless, a rejoicing on yoor honm's 
approaching nuptials f replied the senraBt 

He had scarcely ceased speaking whsa 
another flame, more brilliant and fierce thas 
the first, made its appearance but a eiioit 
distance above them. 

* I am certain Chat is it,' continued tks 
servant * I heard the thing spoken ot Bf 
and by the whole settlement will be illoni- 
natedf 

The answer satisfied Hans. He assisted 
Viola into the coach, and it moved off slow- 
ly in the direction of the chapeL 
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CHAPTER, XI. 

fOZZLS'fl JOURNEY. 



!re the stay of the attoraey at Van 
I's Castle he seemed to have no ap- 
usiness but to ha?e sou^rfat that re- 
relaxation from buaineae. | 
or twice he visited Hans Van Kem- 
ve him some instructions wiih re- 
his affairs, examined some old ma* 
:s, and conversed about^the country, 
short, completely established the 
at he intended, at no distant day to 
e settlement his place of abode, 
as cool, unobtrusive, but particular 
nquiries respecting the settlement 
inhabitants. This seemed natural 
in one who contemplated a resi- 
here, and it excited no surprise^ no 
All his interrogatories were 
y answered. 

e all things, he was particular in 
nations regarding Bryan Blonday. 
)articular of his life, all his peculiar- 
form or conduct he obtained from 
g, f )r the good old man delighted to 
le about his absent favorite, 
this information Fozzle carefully 

ed. 

re the capture of Bryan, he left the 

' and returned to his home,, much to 

ret of Peter Schnapps. 

was a most excellent man !' ex- 

i the landlord, ' and a royal custo* 

;n Fozzle reached his home, he re- 
> the privacy of his own office, and 
d the note he had taken daring his 
L Van Kempen'sCurtle. 
at boyiftanobW-eiie. Hii iemov 



to ooe, was one of disinterested magna- 
nimity, and it is deserving of a generous 
return. Let me see ;' he continued, mus- 
ing* * Montague ! Aye, that is the name 
of the place. Well, to-morrow morning, I 
will journey to that place. At present I 
have no business to detain me.' 

And the following morning saw Foxzle 
again upon the road, but this time, he jour- 
ney was eastward, toward the province of 
Massachusetts. He seemed to have some 
important visit in view. 

At last he arrived at Montague, a small 
and insignificant hamlet in the province 
mentioned above ; and he forewith sought 
accommodation at a little inn, the only one 
the place afforded. 

Such fare as the place produced, was 

cheerfully accorded him by the obsequious 

Boniface. 
It was late in the day, nearly night, when 

the attorney arrived. His first care, there- 
fore, was for himself and his trusty beasty 
and after he had partaken of supper, ample, 
if it was not delicate, he repaired to the 
bar«room, and commenced a discourse with 
the landlord* 

*Have you resided here for a long 
timeP he asked. 

* Since my boyhood,' was the reply. 

' Then you mast be well acquainted with 
the inhabitants here abouts 7* 

* Intimately.' 

* Do you know any one of the name of 
Bellamy ? 

< SeveraL' 

«OsM fiMnndk ImIk W 
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The woman's fmce was Tery pale. Her 
brother answered : 
' She was.' 

* May 1 ask to whom P 
^To Ahram Van Kat^pen: 

' Of Van Kempen's Castie, in the Colony 
rfNewYork? 

'Yes.' 

' 1 was certain that I was not mistaken.' 

*• You will permit me to ask you, the 
object of these questions ? said Bellamy. 

* In one moment One u pleasant ques- 
tion from me, and then I will explain alL' 

The palene-8 of the lady increased. 

' Did you ever know a person of the name 
of Bryan Bionday ?* 

The lady shrieked and fell, fainting^ into 
her brother's arms. Fozzle hasteoed to his 
masistance. 

A half-hour of confusion and of exertions 
to re-animate the woman endued. At the 
expiration of that time, she recovered, 
and, to the great relief of Fozale, appeared 
calm and collected. 

*• What know you of Bryan Bionday 7* 
she asked. 

* Will you first reply to me.' 

' I did know Bryan Bionday.* 

'Describe him.' 

*He was an infant when I knew him/ 

* And now he is a man!' exclaimed Foz- 
xle. 'Every inch a man, nay, a noble- 
man !' 

*My God !' exclaimed the woman. And 
her tears fell thick and fast, and her bosom 
heaved. 

* One question more ;' said Fozzle. * Is 
Bryan Bionday. a relative in any manner of 
Abram Van Kempen's ?' 

* He is.' 

*What?' 

The liidy hesitated. 

' You may as well disclose all !' urged 

her brother. 

* Aye ! all ;' replied Fozzle. 

* He is the son of Abram Van Kempen.' 

* And ynu— ' 

*I am his mother!' 

' It is clear enough ;' said Fozzle ; * from 

Hhe moment I saw you, 1 knew you were 

kkia mother.' 
« And how ? 



* The resemblance is distinct !' 

* What is ttje end of all this enigma 7 
asked Bellamy* 

* Van Kempen is dead !' replied Fozzle, 
'and Bryan B onday is his legitimate heir.' 

' Van Kempen dead !' repeated the wo- 
man. 
^ Yes, I was present at his estate, a few 

days before his demise, and I drew up his 

will.' 

* But he knew not that Bryan Bionday 

was his child !* cried the woman eagerly. 
*No.' 

* Did he bequeath his property ?' 

' Yes, to his nephew. But it was under 
the impression that his wife was dead, and 
himself childless.' 

The tears of the wife were renewed. 
Fozzle continued : 

' In order that justice be done to Bryan, 
his birth Hud parentage shou d bo authenti- 
cated. He is eyerj way worthy of the 
fortune, that another is unjustly enjoying.' 

' Aye !* replied Bellamy, ' the child has 
been too long neglected ; but it was incon- 
sequence of the certainty that he had fallen 
into good hands, where his moral training 
would be such as would prepare him for the 
s'ruggle of life. Justice sbouU be done 
him now.' 

^ Most certainly,' said Fozzle. * It will 
be an easy matter. True the times are 
somewhat in confusion, and we know not 
what party will eventually succeed. But 
the people will regard the right, where and 
when it is plainly set forth.' 

* But how can we accomplish this T 

* By visiting our colony, and proclaiming 
and publishing the truth. This is the only 
way. 

*■ And how did you come in possession of 
a clue to this matter ? Both myself and my 
sister supposed the secret to be only with 
ourselves.* 

* From particular reasons, I was led to 
examine some old manuscripts at Van Kem- 
pen's Castle, and there I obtained the f^w 
facts that have guided me in my search.' 

* Is Bryan aware of it ?' 

* No. lie has conferred upon me a signal 
favor, and I have j^ndcrtaken this search, 
without his knowledge^ as part of a reward 
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I owe him. I did not wiah to excite in his 
yoong bosom hopes that might never be 
realised. I did not wish to render him dis- 
satisfied with his present sitoation, for I 
knew not but his mother was dead, and all 
traces of his lineage lost I, therefore, re- 
solved not to commanicate with him until 
donbt and conjecture had been reduced to 
certainty.' 

' You have acted wisely, and for the be- 
nefit of the youth.' 

< Of course there will be no difficulty in 
proving the marriage, or the birth and iden- 
tity of the boy.' 

• None at all.' 

'Then can I count upon your speedy at- 
tention to the business. Delays, you know, 
as the old saw say?, are dangerous.' 

'Certainly. It shall be promptly attend- 
ed to. If you will leave us your address, 
my sister and myself will visit you, and to- 
gether we will proceed to VanKempen's 

c&fltle. 
( In the meantime,' said Foxzle, ' I will be 

dilligent in preparing the way for our suc- 
cess. With the present occupant of the 
estate I am on friendly terms, and I will 
again obtain an examination of the old 
manuscripts left by Abram. Sk)methiqg 
may present itself to facilitate our busi- 
ness, and add to our certainties.' 

Fosde, as requested, left his address 
with the Bellamy's. He enjoyed a long 
conversation with them, in regard to Biyan, 



to marriage, and the sepwatioii of Abnsi 
and his wife, and then he retomed to the 
inn, a gratified and a happy man. 

*It is wonderful!' be exclaimed, as he 
walked along. 'Most wonderful indeed. 
From my first knowledge of Bryan Blondqfi 
the singular manner in which he was Iband, 
the peculiar ring, and the selection of the 
name, I thought he was the ofiE^pring of 
Abram Van Kempen. It is clear as noon- 
day now, and he is also legitimate. He 
will inherit that property too, in spite of its 
present narrow-minded possessor.' 

Early in the mcnming following the in- 
terview, Fozzle once more mounted his 
horse, and set out upon his return. 

' I must visit Hans Van Kempen's castle 
again,' he said, ' that is clear enough. It 
will gladden the heart of the generous Petsr 
Schnapps to hear of the singular fbrtane of 
his favorite, and it will somewhat aflfect As 
cause of the king, in that region, if Biyii 
becomes possessor of the setdement* 

And Fozzle smiled, for though a cool and 

cautious individual, he was a Whig in sen- 

tim'ent 
And when he arrived at Albany, he eom- 

menced immediate preparations for a de- 
parture up the Mohawk. 

In a few days he drew up Bis horse ia 
front of the iim of Peter Schnapps, and he 
was forcibly struck with the change that 
had taken place in the appearance of the 
settlement. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



THE ILLUMINATION. 



Fierce and bright against the dark, inky < Away ! What do you hear ? Away, I 
flky, gleamed the signal fires ! Far and say, and leave the chapel !' 
near streamed the steady, glaring light Reluctantly the crowd obeyed hiuL 
that they emitted, causing the wonder and | He returned to the vehicle, and assisted 



astonishment of the settlers, virho thronged 
the streets, gazing at the singular spectacle. 

Higher and higher did the forked flames 
ascend, and the bright sparks filled the inn 
with a shower of tiny stars. 

The old carriage of Hans rolled u{> to 

the door of the chapel, in which a dim light 

-was burning, but the crowd in front and 

around the edifice prevented Viola from 

alighting. 

' WhiS: in the name of fortune is the 

meaning of these lights ?* asked one. 

* Why, the Patroon is to be married to- 
night,' replied another. 

' Ha ! ha ! ha !' laughed the crowd. 

* The Patroon to be married F asked one. 
•Yes.' 

« To whom ?' 

« Viola Fordham!* 

* Ha ! ha !' laughed the questioner, sneer- 
ingly. ' Tell that again ! * You had better 
ask Bryan Blonday !' 

' Hist, here is the carriage !' 
Viola was sitting in the vehicle, in a state 
of stupor, when she heard these words. 
They stung her to the soul ! 

* Aye !' she thought, * ask Bryan Blonday, 
indeed!' 

Hans also heard the obnoxious remark. 

He leaped from the carriage, and in a sharp 

tone, cried : 
5 



Viola to alight. 

Again did the bright glare of the signal 
fires dazzle her eyes ! 

Poor girl ! How it would have thrilled 
her heart, if she could have known the 
meaning of these mysterious beacons ! 

She passed into the chapel, leaning upon 
the arm of the man whom she loathed, and 
whom she was to many ! 

The obedient Priest was seated within 
the railing of the altar. 

Hans hastened up the broad isle, and as 
soon as he reached the altar, he said : 

• Proceed with the ceremony — we are in 
haste !' 

The Priest arose, and commenced the 
service. 

The solemn, measured tones of his voice 

sounded in Viol^jh ears like a funeral knelL 
When the first signal fire flamed up 
against the sky, Carl Knipper and the Bloe 
Brother were sitting at the foot of the tall, 
dried pine, that the former worthy had pre- 
pared for an answering signal. 

Carl had been relating to the soldier the 
intended marriage of the Patroon, and he 
added : 

' It will kill Bryan Blonday as surely mm 
the halter of the king !' 
' < Oh! if th^ would only come to-night,' 
exclaimed t)m Blue Brother. * It would be 
wmrlh a wieptn to'spoil this i 
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match ! I feel deeply for my young friend !' 
V * Perhaps they may come,' said Carl. 

* But why does this girl consent to the 
wedding, if she really loves Bryan?* 

To save his life !' 

•How? 

'Hans swore he would execute him forth- 
with, if she did not at once consent to the 



union 

c 



l> 



A curse upon him * 

The trooper was interrupted by Carl, who 
exclaimed : 

* They have come P 

* True !' yelled the trooper, leaping to his 
feet, and drawing from his pocket the ma- 
terials for a light 

' We are not too late !' cried Carl. 

Ill a short time fire was procured, and 
placed at the base of the pine. As soon as 
the flames commenced ascending, Carl 
said : 

* Now for the boat' 

And they ran to the river bank. 

Carl leaped into his light skiff, and cried : 

* Now, my good fellow, the time for ener- 
gy has arrived. I will hasten to your 
friends, and urge them forward without 
delay. You proceed to the chapel at once, 
and if the accursed ceremony has com- 
menced, interrupt it You can easily do 
this, for Carl K nipper has not lived with 
the Patroon for so many years, without 
knowing his character. If you maintain 
your ground firmly, he will not dare to mo- 
lest you. In a little time you shall have 
friends at your back.' 

'Excellent!' cried the trooper. Speed, 
Carl!' 

* Pretend to be a relative of the girl's, and 
forbid the match !* replied Carl, and he 
dashed his oars into the water, and shot out 
ibto the river. 

'Who would suspect so much cunning 
from such a stolid exterior!' exclaimed the 
Blue Brother, as he turned and walked 
swiftly towards the settlement 

Occasionally he turncJ to gaze upon the 

fires. 

' Ah ! they blaze gloriously,' he cx- 
cUimed, his eye kindling with animation. 
It is a g'.orious spectacle.' 

Throogh the thronged streeti he htsten- 



ed. Many accosted him, asking the mean- 
ing of the lights, but he heeded them not| 
and passed on towards the chapel. 

Discovering the light, he boldly entered 
the door. 

Hans and Viola were before the altar, 
and the Priest was reading the ceremony. 

The Blue Brother stalked Pt once to the 
altar. 

Hans heard his heavy and determined 
step, and he turned to gaze upon the intru- 
der. 

* Hold !' cried the trooper in tones of deep 
atid startling accents. ' I forb id the union I' 

The Priest ceased his reading and look- 
ed up in dismay. 

' Who are you, that intenupts the eaneti- 
ty of this place thus irreverenty 7 asked 
Hans, pale as the snow, and deeply en- 
ranged. 

' You will know presently,' replied the 
trooper. ' At present content yourself with 
the knowledge that thi^ accursed purpose 
will not be accomplished. I forbid the 
union !' 

* Proceed !' cried Hans sternly, turning 
toward the Priest, and grasping Viola's arm 
tightly. 

' At your peril !' said the trooper, eyeing ' 
the pale face of the preacher. ' At your 
peril !' 

The Priest was silent 

' Do you not hear me !' Hans almost roar- 
ed. * I repeat to you, proceed with the cer- 
emony. What right has this wretch to u- 
terfere with my affairs ? Complete the cer- 
emony.' 

* Not another word !' said the trooper, 
drawing from his bosom a long knife, the 
bright blade of which flashed in the dim 
lamp-li^rht 'Tnis woman is already the 
wife of another in the eyes of Heaven and 
of earth. She is forced inio this mockery of 
a procecdmg by the artifices and false- 
hood of Hans Van Kempen. I will not 
permit the saciifice.' 

*And who are you.^' thundered Hans, 
fearfully enraged, and trembling lest he 
should yet be foiled in his plans. 'An* 
swer me, who are you 7* 

The clear strains of a bugle, soft and 
mellowed by the distance stolen throagh 
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the half-lighted chapel, and died away in 
gentle cadence in the surrounding wood. 

The eye of the Blue Brother instantly 
brightened, and a smile of confident assur- 
ance lit up his features. 

' I am your prisoner's friend, your master, 
I am one that stands between you and your 
victim !* 

Hans felt that the rage that boiled within 
was impotent The tall, althetic form of 
the trooper, the firm glance of his eye, and 
the gleaming weapon in his hand, were 
conclusive testimony that he was not to 
be trifled with. A heavy pressure upon 
bis arm, and the gradual sinking of her 
form, told him that Viola bad fainted. 

The mind of Hans was prompt and subtle 
in emergencies. He raised the form of 
the girl in his arms, placed it within the 
altar, and then rushed to the door of the 
church, where a party of his servants were 
standing. 

* He cried : 

< Arouse my friends and, bid them hasten 
to the chapel. Run at once for a file of sol- 
diers. Here is treason in our midst.' 

The mandate of the imperious Patroon 
was obeyed. A file of soldiers were called, 
and in a little time the chapel Was again 
surrounded by the gaping settlers. 

As soi>n as Hans departed for the door, 

• 

the trooper unceremoniously entered the 
altar, and bore from thence the body of Vi- 
ola. He removed it to a distant corner of 
the room, laid it gently upon a seat, and 

said: 

'Poor girl! she has fainted. I will not 
attempt to restore her, for it is better that 
she remain insensible during the scene that 
is to follow.' 

Through the singular colloquy we have 
attempted to depict, the emotions of Viola 
had been deeply varied. At first she paid 
no heed to Uie interruption, for she was 
nearly insensible. Indeed, she did not 
comprehend a word uttered by the Priest. 

By and by, as the altercation was higher, 
her drooping energies seemed to arouse, 
and she listened. 

The first words that she understood was 
the annunciatioii of the trooper. 



•I forbid this union!' 

'Great God!' she thought, 'in this dart 
and bitter hour thou hast not deserted me, 
or given me over to death.' 

Thoughts of earth, of life, of hope, of 
happine.^s crowded thick and fast upon her 
mind. 

Was it possible that she should be saved, 
that the sacrifice of both herself and Bryan 
would be prevented ? 

With a painful and absorbing interest she 
listened to the farther parley. 

Gradually her interest in the event in 
creased. She ventured to look upon her 
strange and daring champion, and his whole 
demeanor showed her that he was not one 
to deal in frivolities. His very face spoke 
of firmness and determination. 

She felt the grasp of Hans upon her arm, 
felt that he trembled. Once she cast a fur- 
tive glance upon his features, they were 
pale and troubled. The sudden preponder- 
ance of hope was too much for her to bear 

The objects in the chapel danced before 
her eyes, the voices sounded husky and con- 
fused, and at last she felt her limbs yielding 
beneath her. 

Soon she was insensible. 

A file of soldiers of the prison guard, 
were promptly brought to obey the call ot 
Hans Van Kempen. 

They rushed into the church, and find- 
ing it nearly deserted, enquired the reason 
of the summons. 

Hans pointed to the erect and swelling 
form of the B ue Bnlher, and rapidly ex- 
plained the nature of his interrupion. 

'Let the ceremony go on I* cried the 
leader of the soldiers. ' We will protect 
you and ths bride.' 

Hans again approached the altar. 

To his surprise he discovered that Viola 
was not there. 

* Where is the maiden ?* he asked. 

With a trembling finger the Priest point- 
ed to the form of the Blue Brother. Hans 
UHderstood the motion, and conscious of 
his superior force, he approached the sol- 
dier, and m a menacing tone said : 

' Release the girl, and away !' 

* Back !' cried theftne Brother, ina ahaip 
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fierce voice. 'I have released her from 
t^ jaws of the wolf, and with my life I 
iHll protect her. Stand hack !' 

Hans saw the flash of the dang^erous 
weapon in the trooper's hand. He turned 
toward the soldiers. 

Just then the bugle sounded in his ears 
once more. This time the strain was mere 
full, more prolonged, and of startling near- 
ness. 

Again the Blue Brother smiled con- 
fidently. 

* What is that ?' asked the wondering 

Hans. 

A faint hurrah, seemingly intercepted by 
the distance, and obstructed by inequalities 
in the ground, followed the sound of the 
bugle. 

Hans was surprised, and for a moment 
there was the silence of death in the little 
chapeL 

Presently Hans heard the murmuring of 
the crowd without the church, and gather- 
ing his scattered courage, he pointed to 
the Blue Brother, and cried : 

<Away with him! Confine, him in the 
prison with Bryan Blonday. One gallowd 
•hall serve them both !' 

The trooper laughed contemptuously. 

* Bravo ! thou pigmy lord of small power ! 
Call up your menials ! Bid them advance, 
but oh ! most puissant and worthy hero, be- 
ware of the Blue Brotherhood !' 

Again the bugle blast swept by, shrill and 
full, and close upon its dying swell, came 
the heavy swell of a hundred voices. 

* Hurrah for Bryan Blonday !' 
' Down with the oppressor !' 

Viola had recovered from the partial 
swoon. She heard the sounds, and rising 
from the seat upon which she had been re- 
clining, she grasped the arm of the trooper, 
and asked : 
< What means this mysterious noise ?' 
Before the soldier could reply, the cry 
again arose. 

* Hurrah for Bryan Blonday !' 

And now fully distinct could be heard 
the clatter of a troop of horsemen. 

Viola clung in affright to the firm, mus- 
cular arm of the trooper. 

* Fear not, gentle oneP he said. 'The 



voice proceeds from your friendu — those 
who have come to save you.' 

And the overjoyed girl muttered a prayer 
of thankfulness for her timely deliverance. 

Hans Van Kempen trembled in every 
limb. He grasped the top of a pew to sus- 
tain himself, and the distortions of his 
coarse and sinister features were almost 
frightful. He felt that he had failed upon 
the very point of success. In a fiiint, husky 
voice he cried : 

* We are betrayed ! To the prison, men !' 

* Huzzah for Bryan Blonday !' 

^ Huzzah !' answered the crowd around 
the chapel. 

'Hasten !* cried Hans, who saw that the 
soldiers seemed indisposed to obey him. 

The bugle notes drowned his voice. 

' Are you cowards ! Follow me ! Bryan 
Blonday shall be executed this moment f 

And he rushed out of the chapel, followed 
by the red coats. 

'Huzzah for the Blue Brotherhood P 

* Huzzah for Bryan Blonday !* 

* Down with the oppressor !* 

These shouts sounded awfully distinct in 
the darkness, and filled the chapeL 

'Huzzah for Bryan Blonday!' shouted 
the trooper, unable to restrain his enthu- 
siasm. 

The Priest hastily put off his robes, 
seized his hat and departed for his home. 

' I should join my friends,' said the Blue 
Brother, turning to the excited girl behind 
him, ' but I will not leave you. The faith- 
ful Carl Ejiipper will conduct them to the 
prison.' 

A rifie volley that echoed far throngh 
the wood followed this announcement, and 
then the shout: 

' Huzzah for the Blue Brotherhood !' 

' Down with the prison !' 

A straggling discharge of musketiy 
shots, yells, and the trampling of horses 
followed. 

Viola knelt down beside her comrade. 
The trooper saw from the motion of her 
lips that she was in prayer. 

The heavy night breeze swept in at the 
open door of the chapel, and the light mm 
I extinguished. 
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Still the grirl started not, but continued 
her devotion. 

After a short space of comparative tran- 
quillity, one or two discharges of fire-arms 
followed, in which loud shouts were min- 
gled. Then could "be heard a succession 
of blows from some heavy instrument 

« They are storming the prison I' shouted 
the trooper. 

*God grant them success!' exclaimed 

Viola. 

And the rapid blows continued. 

They ceased at length, and the shout 
again arose: 

* Huzzah for Bryan Blonday V 
<Huzzah for the Blue Brotherhood ? 
These yells of defiance were answered by 

a faint and seemingly distant shout: 

* Huzzah for Hans Van Kempen and the 

kingP 
The trooper laughed derisively. 

* The poor fools,' he said, * this display of 
royalty may gratify their dolt of a master, 
but it will avail them naught* 

* It may !' exclaimedViola. • The Tories 
are numerous here, and your friends may 
need every arm. I will detain you no 
longer, my genenms but unknown iriend. 
I will leave the chapel.' 

* But whither ? Beware of Hans.' 

< I know a place of safety. There is a 
house near at hand where I shall be pro- 
tected.' 

* Where ?' 

* Edward Fielding's, the ged-father of 

Bryan.' • 

« I will accompany you.' 
'It is needless, in the darkness I shall 

escape.' 

* I am resolved,' replied the trooper, * re- 
monstrance is useless. Let us hasten!' 

And with Viola he left the chapeL 

As they emerged into the open air, the 

shout greeted them : 

^ < Huzzah for Bryan Blonday !' 

The trooper seized the arm of the maiden. 

* Now,' he said, 'you must be the guide. 
I will only act as your guard, for I am a 
stranger.' 

fn the dark street, the shouts a con- 
fusion of the melee sounded ter ly dis- 
tinct, and Vida clang, terrified, to i 



of her protector. She pointed toward the 
cottage, but neither her hand or the de- 
signated object was visible, and she said 
hurriedly. 

* This way ! let us hasten ! Alas 1 what a 
night of horrors r 

They walked on toward the cottage as 
rapidly as the darkness would permit tliem. 
It was at no great distance, and they soon 
arrived there. A bright light glimmered 
through the windows. 

The trooper knocked at the door. 

Fielding, pale and agitated, obeyed the 
summons. 

' A young lady needs your protection,' 
said the Blue Brother. 

Viola approached the door. 

* Welcome in God's name !' cried Field- 
ing, with an earnestness of tone that ex- 
pressed his sincerity. 

Viola entered the cottage. 

Before she was aware of it, the trooper 
had disappeared in the darkness, and was 
hastening toward the scene of strife. 

The beacon fires had died away, and all 

was darkness. But few were in the streets, 

theWjority of the inhabitants having fled 

to their houses on the first discharge of 

fire-arms. 
A few of the more hardy and resolute 

were collected around the prison, upon the 
heavy doors of which the Blue Brotherhood 
were at work, having driven the aflrighted 
red coats within the high wall that sur- 
rounded the castle. 

Just as the trooper reached the prison, a 
heavy crash, and a deafening cheer, an- 
nounced that the door had fallen. 

< Huzzah for Bryan Blonday !' he shouted, 
dashing through the circle of bystanders 
and joining his comrades. 

* Hurrah for Bryan Blonday !' shouted his 
comrades in reply, and in a few moments 
the liberated youth was in their midst 

Again the air was filled with victorious 
exultation. 

Bryan was firee. 

*Down with the dungeon, it is the en 
sign of tyrants !' cried one. 

* Bum it!' shouted another. 

And A dozen firebrands were edilv 
and piles of dried limbs in 
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aronnd the devoted edifice. A fire was 
soon kindled, and the Bine Brotherhood ex- 
tended themselves in a circle aronnd the 
smoking pile. 

The resinous wood of which the prison 
was composed, soon ignited, and the hnild- 
ing was soon enveloped in the folds of the 
consuming element A bright light filled 
the streets, and even danced in broad and 
trembling streaks across the bosom of the 
river. 

* Now retreat to the shadow of the wood,' 
cried Captain Drake, who, with Bryan 
Blonday beside him, had witnessed the com- 
mencement of the conflagration. *The 
cowardly Tories and red-coats will un- 
doubteoly fire upon us, with this bright 
light to direct their aim.' 

This hint was wisely promulgated, for, as 
the troopers were quitting the spot, a volley 
greeted them from the Castle-yard, but it 
was ill-directed, and fell harmless. 

Before the discharge could be repeated, 
the troopers were completely sheltered from 
observation. 

Meanwhile the burning of the prison pro- 
gressed. As the danger of a universal 
skirmish had abated, the inhabitants once 
more flocked to their doors, and into the 
streets, to gaze upon the illumination. 

Peter Schnapps could hardly contain 
himself. As his bar-room was filled with 
his neighbors, many of whom were violent 
Tories, he dared not display his exultation 



then, but he mounted to his chamber, where, 
all alone, he danced and capered for joy* 

* Down with the old fabric,' he cried. * It 
is a disgrace to the settlement, a nuisance, 
a Whig trap. May the Lord ever prosper 
the Blue Brotherhood, the gallant lads.' 

And Peter laughed and kept his eyes upon 
the sinking pile. 

* Labor in vain,' he said, rubbing lui 
hands 'I wonder if Hans Van Kempen 
will erect another. No doabt that the Blue 
Boys will as willingly destroy it. Bryan 
Blonday is free, too, and the wedding (oh! 
the devil take the mockery) is postponed.' 

As soon as the troopers were congregated 
in the skirts of the wood, and it was ftKe^ 
tained that all were present, Captain Drake 
said: 

* Now, lads, we will mount and retorii 
By our rules, we conunit no murder, and mo* 
lest no private property. As deeply as this 
foolish Patroon has injured one of our num- 
ber, we will turn him over to hia own con- 
science, if he has any, merely promising to 
keep a sharp eye upon him for the future* 
Perhaps he may take warning from the let- 
son that we have just taught him.' 

The suggestion of the Captain wu 
speedily followed, and the Blue Brother- 
hood lefl the village, in the direction of 
the ford. 

As they passed the chapel, they could not 
forbear another shout : 

* Huzzah! for Bryan Bionda^P 
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CHAPTER XIIL 



THE SECONDPRISON. 



With a heavy heart, Bryan Blooday was 
compelled to follow his companions. 

Triie, he was rejoiced to obtain his free- 
dom, rejoiced to be placed once more be- 
yond the influence of Hans Van Eempen ; 
but he did, ardently, most ardently, desire 
an interview with Viola Fordham ! 

Time was pressing, however, and it could 
not be. Like the heart of every lover of 
youth and ardor, his was obliged to content 
itself with picturing some time in the future, 
when he should meet her, to part with her 
no more. The farther the distance that he 
left her behind, the more dear and con- 
soling did this prospective view appear. 

For the person of Viola he had no fears. 
He knew the strong sympathy that a dis- 
tressed woman always commands, and he 
felt that Hans would not dare to do her a 
personal injury. As to a marriage, he 
knew it could not take place unless Viola 
consented, and he had no fears that she 
would do so. This confidence in her fideli- 
ty was high and generous. 

Except for the refreshment of the men or 
the horsef, ^e Blue Brotherhood did not 
halt until they had again reached the campw 

Here they resolved upon a lengthened re- 
pose, in order to prepare themselves for the 
expected service at Fort Stanwix, towards 
which it was rumored that St. Ledger and 
his forces were making their way. 

The rage of Hans Van Kempen was 

positively forious when he left the chapel 

and nished towards the jaiL He fi>and the 
atieeto filled wUh straDge armed men, $mi 



his friends, as he supposed the populace to 
be, had taken to their beds with most extra- 
ordinary activity. 

So numerous were the horsemen that he 
found it utterly impossible to make a de- 
monstration against them, and instead of 
visiting the prison for the purpose of execu- 
ting Bryan Blonday, he was compelled to 
fly to his own domic il for ptotection against 
his assailants. His soldiery attempted to 
make a resistance, but it did not amount to 
anything worthy of the name. 

From the window of his library, whicL 
overlooked the vUlage, he mistrusted the 
destruction of his newly-erected, jail, and 
received the irytating and sickening assu- 
rance, that Bryan Blonday was once more 
free — was once more beyond the reach of 
his power. 

And he was not wedded to Viola Ford 
ham. 
*D nation r he muttered, grinding 

his teeth in impotent anger. * My revenge 

for this shall be most ample ! Time, and 

money, and patience I will devote to the 

destruction of these Blue Brothers ! No 

one member of the association shall b 

spared. They are a curse in the land, and 

shall be exterminated, root and branch I' 

Idle raving ! Vain resolve ! 

It was late, very late, when Hans re- 
tired for repose. The Blue Brotherhood 
had departed from the settlement, and 
nothing was left of the prison, or to denote 

* 

where it had been, save a cloud of smokOi 
I (88 the nCtiis breast! 
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Then he sought his pillow — sought that 
bed that he had hoped to make his bridal 

one! 

There was do rest for him. The transi- 
tion from a state of exultation, from a situ- 
ation in which all things seemed to be 
what he could desire them, to his present 
discomfitted and disappointed condition, 
bad been so sudden, so unexpected, that his 
whole system, physical and mental, felt the 
shock, and answered to it 
ll^ Wh«« was Viola Fordham ? 

Above all other questions, this one 
haunted him. Where was she ? Had she 
gone with Bryan Blonday ? Had she fol- 
lowed the vagabond fortunes of the man she 
loved so blindly ? 

Without doubt she had, Hans thought, 
and thus he should be cheated of his re- 
venge upon her ! 

Morning, with its first, dull, grey tints, 
found him tossing restlessly in his bed. He 
could endure his misery no longer, but 
leaped out upon the floor, and approached 
the window. 

The cloud of smoke yet aroee from the 
ruins of his prison, and sailed leisurely 
away toward the wood. 

< D n the Blue Brotherhood !' he ex- 
claimed, as the scenes of the past night re- 
ewred to bim. 

Hastily dressing himself, he sallied forth 
to view the ruins, before any of the inhabi- 
tants were astir to see him. 

Just as he approached the smoking ruins, 
be saw the person of a man, sealed upon a 
fallen log, gazing at him. 

It was too late to retreat without observa- 
tion, and Hans continued to advance to- 
ward him. 

On a near approach, he discovered that 
it was CarL 

' Why are you here at this early hour ? 
uiked the Patroon. 

< Alas ! alas ? said Carl, with a dolorous 
shake of the head, and a tone of voice 
deeply afiecting; 'these cursed, mamuding 
Hue gentlemen spoiled my sleep, and I 
btve walked this way to witness the havoc 
they have made ! These are terrible 
times!' 

«n rare.< P 



'But we may be veiy thankful, your 
honor, that this matter is no worse. The 
unprincipled vagabonds might have de- 
stroyed the whole settlements, as easy as 
this prison !' 

'True, they might — for I am sony to 
say that the inhabitants exhibited a great 
degree of cowardice !' 

' Indeed !' 

'Yes. They might have driven these 
rebels from the place, and preserved both 
the prison and the prisoner P 

Carl seemed very thoughtfbL 

Hans approached him yet nearer. 

' Carl V he said 'you are attached to me, I 
knowP 

^Do yauP thought Carl, but he said 
nothing. 

' I repeat,' continued Hans, ' that yoo have 
ever been obedient as a servant sAouU be. 
I wish to make a few enquiries of you P 

' Where were you during the assault ? 

' At the castle.' 

' Were you in the village during the 
evening ?* 

'Yes. After the retreat €it the Blue 
devils 1' 

'Enow you aught, or have job beud 
any thing of Viola Fordham ? 

' Your honor's wife !' asked Carl, in great 
apparent amazement ' Your question son^ 
prises me !' 

' She is not my wife ! Carl — ^but will yon 
answer my question?' 

' I know nothing of her ! I supposed that 
you attended her to the chapel for the pn^ 
pose of marriage V 

' I did, but we are not married P 

' I have not seen her.' 

' I lefl her in the chapel,' continaed Ham^ 
' and rushed into the street to save the pri- 
son. This I could not do, bat was drifsn 
to the castle to save mysel£' 

' And you have not seen Viola since ?* 

' I have no 

' Surprising ! But perhaps she is still in 
the church. In her fright, the poor giri 
would not dare to fly P 

Hans' face brightened. 

* It may beP he said, ' : ossee.' 

And he walked to the I iichitillimieilf 

Girl. --^ 
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The chapel door was open, and they en- 
tered it It was deserted. Hans even ex- 
amined the pews in detail. 

' She is not here !* he said. 

* Perhaps,' said Carl, seeming much per- 
plexed, < after the enemy left, and all be- 
came still, she retreated to the castle !' 

*But the grates, Carl! She could not 
pass the gates.' 

' But you forget The soldiers and ser- 
vants were upon the lawn all night Per- 
haps they admitted her.' 

' It may be,' said Hans. 

* It is quite likely.' 

'Listen, Carl! You know she — she — 
nsed — ^for — once had a — a — ^kind of an af- 
fection for— for Blonday " 

* Yes.' 

' •'Well, he might have discovered her, and 

«he has, perhaps, consented to fly with 

him!' 
^ What ! and leave your honor !' exclaimed 

the malicious servant, who rejoiced at ills 

master's discomfiture. 

'She is young and inexperienced, you 
know !' Hans said. 

< Oh! impossible— fihe would never be so 
foolish.' 

Strange enough ! The false-hearted as- 
surance of Carl afforded a deal of satisfac- 
tion to Hans. 

'Perhaps you are right,' he said. We 
will return to the castle, and you can ascer- 
tain if she returned.' 

* I wDL' 

' And inform me at once of the result of 

• your inquiries. I will meet you in the 

library.' 

* Well.' 

And the Patroon and his servant returned 

to the castle, in search of the missing dano- 

«el. 

Hans proceeded at once to his library, 

and Carl made his inquiries of the servants. 

In his secret heart, the cunning domestic 
hoped that the conjecture of his master was 
correct, and that Viola had left the place 
with Bryan. 

<The Blue Brotherhood will take care 
then !' he whispered. ' Ah ! they ore men !' 

None of the servants, even Dinah, her 
maid, knew any thing of Viola. They had 

. Hot teen her smi d her dep ore. 

^*- ^ ■ - -- — — -^ 



^ She hM escaped!' thought CarL 

He went to the libraty. 

Hans eagerly admitted him. 

< Well Carl,' he asked, ' what of Viola ? 

Carl shook his head. 

' She is not here !' 

^ Where can she be T asked Hans, in a 
tone of mingled vexation and rage. 

' It is mysterious,' replied the servant 

Hans paced the floor a few moments, in 

great mental disorder. At last he turned to 

Carl. 
'You must ascertain where she is,' he 

said. * Proceed through the whole settle- 
ment, and make diligent inquiry. If you 
succeed in finding her, you shall be re- 
warded !' 

Carl departed. 

' If I do find her,' he muttered as he de- 
scended the stairs, * may I be d d V 

But he sauntered into the settlement, and 
after the lapse of an hour or more, he seated 
himself comfortably in the bar-room of Pe- 
ter Schnapps, and called for a tankard of 
rum. 

' I will drink to our future success,' he 
said. 

' Aye !' replied Peter, ' and do not forget 
the health of our firiends, the Blue Brother- 
hood.' 

' No ! no,' said Carl. 

' How does it happen that you are so 
early astir this morning, master CarlP 
asked Peter. 

Carl explained the object of his errand. 

Peter was delighted. 

'Oh!' he cried, clapping his hands, 'if 
she has gone off with the boy, it will be the 
happiest incident 1 ever heard of!' 

' Upon ray soul, 1 believe it ;' said Carl. 
' At all events, she is not at the castle, and 
I hope she will be wise enough to avoid 
Hans Van Kempen for the future.' 

* No doubt but she will !' 

' He would not hesitate to make her wed 
him, or murder her,' continued the domQ|tic ; 
< he has set his heart upon it!* '^■ 

* I hope she will chide him.' *'* - 
Carl sipped his rum with great g 

it was near noon befbre he returned 
castle. ^ 

llienhe gl 
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Hans was awaiting h's arri^. I 

' What news ?* he asked. 

' I cannot find her !' 

< Did you enquire thoroughly ?* 

'Of course I did.' 

' Then she has eloped ?* 

* I fear that is the case !' 

All hope fled ! Hans cried — 

' That will do, Carl, leave me now ? 

And Carl left and went to the kitchen, for 

the purpose of satisfying his hunger. 

Hans, as we have said, abandoned all 

hope. 

'Curse on the minx!* he said. 'I was a 

fool for granting her the time I did for con- 
sideration.' 

In the midst of his reflections upon his 
losses, a servant entered the room, and said 
that Fielding desired an interview. 

' Show him up,' said Hans. 

' My curse shall follow this man, who 
reared and sheltered the bantling that his 
parents disowned !' 

Fielding entered the room. 

'What is your business?' asked Hans 
sternly. 

Mt will not detain you long,' said Field- 
ing, with his accustomed meekness. *I 
come from Viola Fordham V 

Hans started ! 

* Go on !' 

' She requested me to visit you, and re- 
turn her thanks for your former hospitali- 
ty ' 

' Indeed !* interrupted Hans. 

' And,' continued Fielding, ' she desires 
you to send her her wardrobe, in charge of 
her maid, and a sum of money sufficient for 
a year's sustenance.' 

Hans smothered his rage. 

' Where is she ? he asked. 

' At my bouse.' 

' Ah ! What are her intentions ? 

' I do not know.' 

' No deception, sir ! I repeat my ques- 
tion 1' 

' And I, my answer.' 

' Does she intend to quit the eountry P 

' I believe she does.' 
'For what region P 

' I cannot say.' 

4v .« t 



' Tell her,' he said, at lengtii, ' that her 
request shall be complied with to-day.' 

' I will.' 

' I would immediately do so, bat at pre- 
sent, and for a few hours to come, I am en- 
gaged busily.' 

Fielding bowed, and departed. 

' Ihimd P exclaimed Hans, when he wai 
alone. ' Not yet am I entirely deserted fay 
fortune !* 

And he laughed. 

'A checkered world! ligiit and riitdow! 
Joy and grief, success and disappointment f 

And he paced the room. 

' Of course, I will send her the wardrobe, 
or, what is the same thing precisely, I wiA 
bring her to the wardrobe ! It is only re- 
Tersingthe terms, and she cannot complain f 

Poor Viola! Relying upon t!ie justice of 
her cause, and her personal privileaes, she 
had placed herself again in the power of 
Hans, when every circumstance should bait 
warned her to beware. 

As soon as Hans could compose himselC 
he sent for the Captain of his soldiers. 

When the man made bis appearance^ he 
said: 

Proceed with a file of men, at once, to 
the cottage of Fielding, the laborer, and a^ 
rest Viola Fordham !' 

The man assented. 

' Then,' continued Hans, ' bring her bo- 
fore me !' 

The soldier departed upon his chivalraQi 
errand. 

'By the Gods!' cried Hans, 'this mfetter 
is not determined yet I have still another 
chance f 

With the utmost impatience he awaited 
the return of the officer. In the interim, he 
reflected, as well as his perturbed mind 
would permit, upon his line of conduct 

Some clamor in the yard anested his at- 
tention, and he moved quickly to the win- 
dow. 

The soldiers had returned. 

Viola was with them. 

In a few moments she was in her cousin^ 
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girl, ' will you be seated ? Oar business blood-thirsty cruelty, and was nOt acting 



demands a conference !' 

More from necessity, than a compliance 
with this cavalier request, she seated her- 
self 

* We were interrupted last night I' 

* Of course you expected it' 
< I did not' 

' Do you mean to say that you knew no- 
thing of this Blue Brotherhood, until their 
arrival ?' 

•I do.' 

* Then you were sincere in your inten- 
tions towards me ?' 

* I was.' 

Hans was surprised. 

* Then, you intended to wed me ?' 

* I did.' 

* Dearest Viola P he exclaimed passion- 
ately, deceived by the manner and lan- 
guage of his cousin, and impelled by one of 
those sudden bursts of passion, not uncom- 
mon in men of his mental organization, 
' I have most cruelly misjudged you, and 
for 80 doing, I solicit your pardon. Accept 
this kiss as my earnest token of repentance '' 

And he attempted to salute her. 

^ Viola recoiled from him in horror I 

* You mistake me, Hans Van Kempen !' 
jdie said firmly. 'Let me explain. Last 
night I intended to do as I promised. I 
would have consented to our union, I meant 
no deception. Now, the circumstances are 
changed ^ 

' And ,' interrupted Hans. 

' Hear me !' continued Viola, with a ges- 
ture of impatience. 'Now the circum- 
stances are changed. Then I was compelled 
by the force of circumstances, and your 



from my own free choice. J^ow you cannot 
fulfil your stipulations, made with me, and 
which was the cohMeration that moved me 
to accept your offer.' 

* How mean you ? 

' Xou cannot restore Bryan Blonday to 
liberty !' 

* But he is free !' 

*Aye! but not through your agency. 
You even left me in the chapel, to hasten 
to his execution !' 

' Beware !' cried Hans, his rage again ex- 
cited most fearfully. * This is contempti- 
ble subterfuge !' 

' It is right.' 

* Do you refuse to wed me now ?' 

« I do.' 

So intense was the passion of the Patroon, 

that for a few moments he could not speak 

a word. He glared upon the woman before 

him like a fiend, and seemed upon the point 

of seizing her. 

Viola remained firm, but pale. 

' You are resolved ?* Hans asked. 

» Firmly .»» 

*Then I will incarcerate you! You 

shall not again breathe the pure air of 

heaven, until you consent to be my own. I 

swear by the God above us, you shall never 

wed Bryan Blonday !' 

'Force cannot move me!' cried Viola. 
You have no control over my person, and 
dare not restrain my liberty !' 

' We will see !' cried Hans, and he left 
the afirighted girl in the library, securing 
the door behind him. 

He at once sought out the captain of the 
soldiery, and, after a long conference re- 
turned with him to the library. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



THE HOUSE OF DELEGATES. 



Hans and the Captain iband Viola in 
teaii. She did not aeem to notice their 

entrance. 

< My friend, the Captain,' said Hans, ap- 
proaching Viola, and placing his hands 
rudely upon her shoulders, ' will accompa- 
ny you to your room, and in his presence 
you may select such articles fiom your 
wardrobe as you desire. Then yon will ac- 
company him upon a short journey. If you 
choose, your maid may attend you, if she is 
willing. With her I shall uac no force T 

* And where am I to go ?* asked Viola. 
'You will ascertain at the end of your 

journey, and not before,' replied Hans. 
' Questions are useless.' 

' But cannot I be permitted to choose my 
residence for myselfl You are not more 
anxious for my departure, than 1 am for the 
priyilege of departing !' 

* You undoubtedly speak the truth ; but 
in this instance, I am compelled to inform 
you that you cannot pursue your uiclina- 
tions. As a longer residence at the castle 
seems to be unpleasant to you, as your 
guardian, I have provided you with another 
home!' 

< You are not my guardian,' replied Viola 
with something of spirit ' I never consentr 
ed to your appointment, and in the presence 
of the Captain, I protest against your inter- 
ference in « P 

' Your pro i will avail you nothing in 
this 'The OapUin^j 



will attend to the execution of my oidera 
I intend that you shall depart tonday, ui 
time is pressing. You had better proceed 
to the selection of your wardrobe !' 

'After allP thought Viola, 'this aAir 
may not prove so unpleasant. He dare not 
injure me, and by this absence I shall it 
least be rid of his persecutions and impQ^ 
tunities !' 

And she arose, and followed by the Cip- 
tain, who seemed embarrassed with his on- 
gallant mission, she went to her apartmeat 
and prooeeded to arrange her apparel ftr 
a journey. 

Sarah Fielding was consulted, and dM 
most joyliilly consented to go with her mil- 
tress, to the ends of the earth, if chrcnni- 
stances required it The preparatioDi» 
therefore, proceeded briskly. 

It was past noon when all the arrange* 
ments for departure were completed.— 
Horsei were saddled for the whole pai^y 
(for a file of red-coats were detailed to ac- 
company the Captain,) as the roads through 
which the expedition was to pass were not 
adapted to carriages of any description* 
When Viola was seated upon the back of 
the docile animal appointed to her use. she 
felt more of hope, more of youthful buoyan- 
cy, than riw had experienced in man/ 

weekSj 
All in readiness, they leathevil- 

in a 1 f direeti a. Sarah Fiald- 

M V\ 1 list the Caplais 



THE FOUNDLING OP THE MOHAWK. 



77 



and a part of his men led the advance. 
The remainder brought up the rear. 

For a few miles their jonmey led them 
up the river, where the path was smooth, 
and the scenery, glimpseib of which could 
be obtained through the openings in the 
forest, was beantifuL 

Here their path suddenly diverged to the 
■otith, and was filled with almost innume- 
rable obstacles. After some two miles of 
travel in this direction, they commenced 
the ascent of the line of rugged hills that 
skirts in the softened valley on the south. 

Their farther progress was slow and toil- 
some. When the shades of night overtook 
them, they were yet several miles from 
their destination, and the darkness and the 
intricacies of their path compelled them to 
halt for the night This they did beside 
a sparkling little spring that jetted from 
the bold and rugged hill-side. 

The night was dark,Hbut very mild and 
calm. To Viola this bivouackiog in the 
iroods possessed new and indescribable 
charms. The ruddy light from a large fire, 
kindled by the soldiers, dispelled all gloom^ 
and rendered the appearance of the group 
cozy and comfortable, while the plaintive 
Bongs of the night birds, the wailing of the 
heavy, sluggish breeze through the tall 
pines, soothed the senses, like the monoto- 
nous cronings of a lulaby ! 

The journey was resumed with theorising 
of the sun. An arduous day's travel, not so 
tnuch on account of the distance travelled 
aa of the obstacles overcome, brought them 
in sight of a rude clearing, in which were 
several huts, seemingly designed as human 
habitations. 

As the view opened before them, the 
Captain fell back beside Viola, and said ^ 

* Here, madam, our journey ends. Here 
is your future residence, according to my 
instructions from your guardian !' 

Viola was astonished. • | 

*What! here in this wilderness!' she 
Cried ; ' in these dingy hovels ?* Impossi- 
ble!' 

* It ts even so.' 

< Are the houses inhabited ? 
t * A part of tiiem.* # 

- ' Yiola mm veiy lad. 



The Captain, as if anxious to break the 
force of her disappointment, continued : 

< It will be a pleasant retreat through the 
summer. One of these cabins will speedi- 
ly be put in order to receive you, and ano- 
ther will be devoted to the use of the 
soldiers !' 

* Am I to be guarded then P 

' Not so much guarded as protected !' an- 
swered the Captain with a smile. * It would 
hardly be polite, or safe, to leave you alone 
in this wild spot, in such times as these ? 

* Do you remain ?' 

* No. I leave a part of my soldiers.' 

' Alas r said Viola, ' I am indeed an ex- 
ile, and in a land of barrenness and gloom.' 

' Say not thus, my dear mistress !^ ex- 
claimed Sarah Fielding. < I am sure we 
can be quite happy here. We can range 
these hills through the long summer days, 
and gather the wild flowers that grow here 
in such wild profusion. We need not be 
unhappy.' 

* Ah r cried Viola, * you are always look- 
ing at the bright side of ^ery object I 
cannot, for my part, discover the romance 
of gathering wild flowers, with a troop of 
soldiers at my heels.' 

* Ah !' exclaimed th^ Captain, < they will 
never intrade upon your privacy P 

Astonished at the approach of a caval- 
cade, amongst whom were soldiers and wo- 
men, several of the hovels vomited forth a 
group of half-savage, half-civilized indivi- 
duals, of all ages, sizes, sexes, and descrip- 
tions, who stared eagerly at the unusual 

spectacle. 
Viola shuddered at the thought of being 

the companion of such rough and uncouth 

creatures. 

The Captain rode forward, and announced 
to the wondering inhabitants of this distant 
and isolated clearing, the object c^is visit 
It caus^ a great clamor, anogreat re- 
joicing amongst them, and the doors of the 
best-appearing and most tenable hut in the 
group were thrown open to receive the lady. 
Viola dismounted and entered, but her 
heart sank within her as she gazed upon 
its bare walls and dingy and smoky apart- 
ments. 

Even Sarah FieldiDg, with all her «c« 
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commodating philosophy^ was forced to 
confess that the ahode was the picture of 
chcerlessness and misery. There was no 
alternative, however, and the baggage was 
taken from the horses, and deposited within 
the humble cabin. 

The fatigues of her day's journey inclined 
Viola to slumber, and she retired early. 
She slept as soundly as if her apartment 
had been hung with damask tapestry, and 
the floor covered with the richest carpets, 
and in the morning, such a concert of Varied 
and enrapturing harmony greeted her from 
the adjoining wood, that she almost uncon- 
sciously entertained the conviction that 
even her lonely residence might not be 
without its sources of enjoyment. 

Nuy, she thought, that with Bryan Blon- 
day she could consent to immure herself 
within the wall of fore-t, and look forward 
to hours of sweet and tranquil enjoyment 

This thought led her to ponder for u long 
time upon the singular fortune of her lover. 
How vividly her faithful memory brought 
his handsome, speaking features before her ! 
How plainly she saw the flashing of his 
dark eye, and heard tlie full, rich melody 
of his voice. 

*' ShuU I never see hira again ?* she asked. 

Her trusting heart was prompt with an 

answer. 

Ah ! yes. Bryan Blonday would never 

desert her. His was not a heart to cher- 
ish deceit and hypocrisy ! His was not a 
soul to be shaken by every storm that arose. 
Bryan would yet seek her out, and reward 
her for her 'ove and constancy, and for the 
bitter persecutions with which Hans had 
pursued her !' 

There is no parallel to the unshaken cor 
fldcncc of a fond woman's love ! 

E^rly that mornintr th^ Captain of the 
red-coats^tirtcd for Van Keinpcn's castle, 
taking wmi him a part of the soldiers, and 
all of the horses. Then Viola ftilRhat she 
was indeed deserted, was to all intents a 
prisoner, as much ho as if enclosed by bolts ! 
and bars. "^ 

Again her spirits fell. 

It was a natural emotion, and not to be 
wondered at 
^The remaining soldiers wero quarterei' 



near her abode ; but they had received the 
strictest orders to leave her entirely to 
herself and the company of her maid, ex- 
cept at such times as their services might be 
required by her. They were to keep a 
close eye upon her movements, however, 
and upon no account to permit her escape 
or her rescue. 

Let us return, somewhat abruptly, to 
Fozzle, the Attorney. 

We have stated that the lawyer rode np 
to the door of Peter Schnapps' inn, and wu 
struck by the alterations in the settlement 

Well he. might be. 

The streets were filled with the blacken- 
ed remnants of the prison, and groups of the 
inhabitants were congregated on the cat 
ners, yet conversing upon the sudden and 
uuf xpected onslaught of the Blue Brotbe^ 
hood. The order and quiet that had ftr^ 
merly prevailed in the little village seemed 
to have taken flight, and a spirit ofres'lew- 
ness and discontent had usurped its place. 

Peter Schnapps discovered his old ei» 
tomer, gazing about him in surpriBe, snl 
he recognised him at once. He proceeoed 
to tlie door with a remarkable supleneae of 
limb, and seized the reins of the lawjei'e 
animal. 

* You are welcome back !' he said. * Shell 
I assist you to alight, and take possession 
of your horse ?' 

The Attorney returned these civil salu- 
tations, and descended from the saddle. 

He resigned his horse to the care of the 
landlord, and entered the inn, deferring the 
numerous questions that pressed upon hie 
mind to a time presenting more leisure. 

Peter Schnapps was always anxious to 
be the first and foremost to impart impor- 
tant news. He therefore hastened to su- 
blet the jaded quadruped entrusted to his 
care, and then he returned to the bar-room, 
where his guest was seated. To his great 
delight, no one was present 

* V\^ have had strange doings since your 
absence,' s«id Peter, at once referring to 
the subject nearest his heart 

* Indeed ! Pray give me the histoij.' 

< That I will,' said Peter, < after I hav« 
prepared your honor something to refreik 
your weary body. Strange things, indeed. 
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' have happened, and you will be surprised 
to hear them.' 

And Peter prepared the attorney a 
• draughtof liquor from his well stored bar. 

* Now for the history !' said the attorney, 
when he had emptied the capacious tank- 
ard. 

With great earnestness and not a little 
eloquence, Peter detailed the narrative of 
Bryan's capture, and his subsequent rescue 
by the Blue Brotherhood. 

Fozzle was surprised. 

* In God's name !' he said, * this Patroon 
cyf yours carries matters with a high hand! 
Ib he insane ?' 

< Mad as a March hare !' exclaimed Pe- 
ter. 

« Well, well,' replied Fozzle, carelessly, 
■ *• to-morrow, when I have r«-8ted from fa- 
■ 'tigne, I will visit him, and then I can ascer- 
tain this fact, for my own satisfaction' 
Peter affirmed his former opinion. 

* I am rejoiced, however, that the youth 

* ■ escaped; yet just at this time, 1 much de- 
k aired to see him .'' 
f 'Indeed!' 
;. • « It was the main object of my journey 

■ hither!' 

« He is far away ere this, with the Blue 
Brothers. They scour the land, from end 

■ to end, wherever a blow can be struck for 
liberty. It is unfortunate.' 

* It is indeed,' said Fozzle. * 1 have im 
portant information for his consideration.' 

^. • Really !' cried Peter. 

The worthy landlord desired to know 
this information, or at least the nature of it, 
but Fozzle did not explain, and he dare not 
enquire. For once, he was at fault 

The attorney, after a somewhat lengthy 
discourse, ordered a supper, and Peter has 
tened to order its preparation. 

When Fozzle was alonojiio 

* It is unfortunate, 
haps his presenc 

- examination will 

Early the next morning, Foz/ile present 
ed himself at the ca^e. He-was politely 

* ■'■ received by ^Mp^ a% wafi at once con 

iductt-d to^the ftbrary. \ \ 
' Business of an uDplMaSt n|^ 
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* Affecting me ?' asked Hans. 

* Somewhat!' 

* Then it would be proper for me to ask 
the nature of it ?' 

* Certainly.' 

* I am all attention.' 

* To say the truth,' Fozzle replied, * I feai 
after all my precautions, that there is a sad 
mistake in regard to the will of your de 
ceased uncle. I am so firmly impressea 
with this belief^ that I have come here te 
satisfy myself.* 

* Indeed !' said Hans, ' and in what man 
ner can you ascertain if all this is right.' 

* Only by a careful and rigid examination 
of the papers and manuscripts left behind.' 

* They are all preserved fortunately,' said 
Hans, < and if you choose, we will devote 
this day to their examination. I cannot 
imagine any thing out of place in the affair, 
however. My uncle has always designed 
me from my inf%incy for his sole heir.' 

* Quite probable,' replied Fozzle, * yet 
you know, that under some circumstances, 
he could not do so.' 

Only in case of children of his own ? I 
believe.' 

* That is one instance.' 
' But such is not the case. My uncle 

died childless, although he was formerly 
married !' 

* There are other instances,' replied Foz- 
zle evasively, * and the only way in which 
the matter can be determined, is by the ex- 
amination. It is tny desire that ample jus- 
tice should be done, in a matter so import- 
ant Justice injures no one !' 

* True,' replied Hans, * and we will ex- 
amine the documents.' 

Fozzle assented. 

e papej^s^ parchments, an< 
deceascJSnbram were pre 
examin^Bfl^Lcontinued sevel 



ctUed nre M^^ 



rcrrpiper 
fessioiial keenness. 
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every day his con- 

fidefiGf} increased^Sr he>if w that Hans 

^ o|^J>£Qdi|&B k.paiiicle of evidence to 

~oubt upon the marriage of Abram, 

giflmacy of Bryan. 

< It cannot faU,' he would mentally ez« 
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claim. ' The Bnccess of my young friend 

is certain !' 
At length the examination was concluded. 

With great anxiety Hans asked : 

« Well, is it all right ? 

< M rights replied Fozzle ; but Hans did 
not observe the singular earnestness with 
which he spoke. ' It is all as it should be.' 

^ Then you are satisfied T 

* Perfectly ! In fact, not only satisfied, 
but highly gratified. I do dot grudge my 

journey !* 

Hans breathed freer. He was not with- 
out his fears when Fozzle announced his 
errand, for he knew the attorney to be a 
keen and critical man. Now he was easy. 

Afler the examination of the documents, 
Fozzle returned to the inn. There he fell 
into a long fit of musing. 

* It must be so. Courts are precarious, 
uncertain, vexatious. I will place the mat- 
ter before the House of Delegates. They 
will speedily decide it, and their acts will 
be substantiated by posterity, for God will 
not permit this hallowed effort for freedom 
to fiiil. It is not necessary for me to con- 
fer with Bryan Blonday, for he is yet a mi- 
nor. In a few days, his^mother and his un- 
cle will arrive in Albany V 

So the attorney resolved to return the 
following day, and he informed the worthy 
Peter Schnapps of the fact 

' And without seeing Bryan ?' exclaimed 

the innkeeper. 

^ * That is impossible.' 

' Just at present, I will admit it is, but 

perhaps he will venture here once more.' 



< But my time is somewhat valuable, and 
I cannot wait upon uncertainties,' returned 
Fozzle. 

* You will visit us again, then.' 
Undoubtedly, and then I hope to be the 

bearer of good news to my fellow Whigs 

hereabouts.' 

< Then the Lord hasten your retom ." 
said Peter. 

And Fozzle returned to Albany on the 
following day, much to the annoyance of 
Peter, who had ^not been able to aBcertain 
the nature of his business with Bryan Blon- 
day! 

Fozzle arrived at Albany, and to hii 
great joy he found Bellamy and his sister 
at his house. 

He informed them of the object of hk 
errand to Van Kempen's Castle, and told 
of his success. 

The House of Delegates, as the Whif 
legislature of the colony was temied, woe 
then in session. To the most of the msn- 
hers, Fozzle was known as a scraiid and d' 
ficient attorney, and as one devoted to the 
cause of independence. Any matter origi- 
nating with him, therefore, was like to nwet 
with a considerate and respectful attentioBi 

Fozzle did not delay his proceedings fat 
a moment He carefully prejiared a his- 
tory of the matter, backed it up by ineoo- 
testible proofs, and urged the imfff^Mfn 
action of the council upon it 

Bellamy and his sister remained atUi 
house, in order to ascertain the decision of 
the unportant matter. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



THE RESCUE . 



The spring and the Bummer of ] 777 pass- to Hans, Aat I desired to go npon a fishings 



ed away, and October, with its parti-color- 
ed foliage, its withered flowers, and its rich 
luscious fruits, appeared. 

One bright, warm day, not less beautiful 
with its Bofl, balmy air, and gentle calm- 
ness, than iiil sister of the summer, Peter 
Schnapps, our worthy landlord, and Carl 
Knipper, with his short black pipe in full 
blast, were seated in a little garden, imme- 
diately in the rear o( the inn. They were 
engaged in an earnest conversation. 

< And do you say that you have seen her P 
asked Peter, gazing at his companion in 
surprise. 

* I do, certainly !' 

* But where ?' 

* In one of the awfulest, nay the e st 
heathen wigwam that you ever saw, many 
miles from here !' 

* But how did you discover her ? 

* I wormed the secret of her abiding 



excursion for several days, and he granted 
me the privilege. Well, I set out at once !* 

* The devil !' ejaculated Peter. 

< Yes, it was the devil ! Such a road ! 
And when I got there, such a hovd P 

* Possible !' 

* Possible ! I tell you, Peter Schnapps, it's 
the es t place in the woods, and that 
poor girl is dying !' 

* How did she receive you ? 

' I wish you could have seen her !' cried 
Carl. * You see, I dared not appear there 

in public on account of the red coats. 

So I skulked about in the woods until I saw 
her one day leave the cottage with Sarah. 
Then I followed them into the wood, and 
when I came to a convenient place, I dis- 
closed myself.' 

< And she rejoiced.' 

' Rejoiced, you would have thought me 
her father. She fell into my arms, and she 
cried like a baby. Indeed, Peter, I could 



place from one of the soldiers that assisted 

to conduct her there.^^ Hans Van Kempen, | ^ot help it, and I'cried with'her.' 

' I would have cried too^' said Peter, ' had 



the black-hearted villain, never disclosed 

it!' 
' It is wonderful strange !' said Peter. 

' How did you get there without being 
missed by Hans ?* 

< You see,' said Carl, shaking the ashes 
from his pipe, ' as soon as I heard where the 
poor girl was, I was determined to see her. 
I had set my heart upon it, for she was al- 
ways 80 kind and gentle, that 1 took to her 
like a buck to the water. So I pretended 



I been there.' 

' In course you would. You couldn't 
help it no more than I could. I declare I 
hardly knew her, she is so pale and wasted. 

Peter brushed the comer of his eye with 
his jacket sleeve. There was an unusual 
moisture there. 

< What did you tell her P 
' Tell her ! I talked with her as I long •• 
I oooldy tnd tben I not her again thenm 
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day. I said all I could to console her, and 
made her feel like herself again !' 

* And did you succeed T 
' At last I did ; but it was 

promised her, most solemnly, 
alive, I'd take her out of that p 

* And you promised her T c 

* I did; 

* And I'll assist you. D — n Hans Van 
Kempen. Fve choked down my principles 
long enough, and now I'll be a man, let 
what will come of it I tell you, Carl 
Enippcr, I am with you.' 

* I knew you would,' exclaimed Carl, tri- 
umphantly. *I told her you would, she 
expects it' 

* And she shall not be disappointed.' 

* Never.' 

* How can we do it ?' 
*I've thought the matter over,* said Carl, 

' and I've planned it all out We can do it' 

* Explain.* 
'In the first place, we will ascend the 

river in a boat well stored with provisions, 
until we will arrive where the road leaves 
the bank and ascends the hill to the south 
Then we'll hide the boat, and go to the 
clearing across the country.' 
'Well' 

* In the night we'll take the woman and 
push for the river.' 

' But the soldiers.' 

*D — n the soldiers! We will have 
some twelve hours the start of them, and it 
is a pity if we cannot elude them.' 

* Another consideration,' said Peter. — 
' Can the woman endure the travel in the 
woods .5' 

< She must, continued Carl, emphatical- 
ly. * There is no will about it We can- 
not succeed without With a horse we 
should be trailed and followed.' 

* I see.' 

* To be sure. It's plain enough.' 

* Then suppose we reach the river, where 
will we go ? It will be certain death to be 
within the reach of Ilans again.' 

*I know that, but we will do no such 
thing. Bryan Blonday is her rightful pro- 
tector, and I will take her to Bryan. I am a 
single and independent man, and don't 
'Care a pin for the employment of Ham 



Van Kempen. You can return here, for 
you are a man of substance, with a family 
attend to.' 

* An (^ellent plan.' 
I thini so. • Now the sooner we set 
execution of it, 1^ better. I 



have the boat, as you very weU know.' 

' And I have the provisions and the ne- 
cessaries,' cried Peter. * You may arrange 
some way to account for your absence, and 
we'll start to-morrow.' 

* Say to-morrow night,' said Carl. — 
* Night is the time for work. No one will 
observe us then.' 

*Nightitis,then.' 

*I will come to your house. The skiff 
shall be at the foot of the garden, and yoa 
may prepare the supplies.' 

' It shall be ready. < Now let us repair 
to the house, and seal the compact with a 
tankard of Hollands.' 

Of course Carl could not refuse bo reason- 
able a request, and the two f»lottera ad- 
journed to the house. After the Hollands 
had been discussed, Carl refilled his pipe^ 
and started for the Castle. 

To obtain the consent of Hans to his ab- 
sence, on some plausible pretext that should 
put all suspicions to sleep, was Carl^ next 
step. This he succeeded in doing, for 
through a long term of service he had 
never been detected or suspected of any 
leaning to whiggery, or of any disaflfectioo 
toward his masters, either old or young. 

This desirable object accomplished, he 
turned his attention to his boat This most 
be thoroughly equipped for the voyage. 

An extra pair of oars were deposited in 
the bottom, an oil-cloth was prepared to 
cover the stores, everything, in fact, was ar- 
ranged with care, and early the next siom- 
ing Carl shook hands with his master, and 
embarked in his boat down the river. 

Suspicion was completely baffled by this 
manceuvre. He proceeded but a little dis- 
tance down the river, when his boat shot 
into a little cove, and under the o¥erhaiig<- 
iog willows that shaded the bank, he lay in 
srcurity until the night had closed m. 

Then he unloosed the boat, and palled op 
to the foot of the gardea, where he hid 
promised to met Peter Schnapps. 
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*" He entered the inn by the backway, after 
he had satisfied himself that the landlord 
was alone. 

>fc * Are you there, Carl P said Peter, who 
was ^waiting his arrival. 

* I*am here.' 

* The supplies are ready, let us take them 
to the boat,' 

And a goodly quantity of the substantials 
of life, not forgetting a keg* of Peter's best 
Hollands, were taken on board the skifi. 

Then Peter repeated his charge to his 
wife for the fiftieth time, at least, and the 
two worthies, enveloping themselves in their 
thick coats, for the night was damp and 
chilly, descended to the bottom of the 
garden. 

Peter seated himself in the stem of the 
boat, and Carl took the oars. In a short., 
time, their little prow was swiftly cutting 
the waters of the tranquil stream. 

Not until they had passed the settlement, 
and left its fast glimmering light some dis- 
tance behind, did they utter a sound. Carl 
was also careful to keep the .boat as much as 
possible within the shelter of the bank, that 
they might not be discovered. 

When they could converse with safety, 
Carl said : 

< We roust husband our strength, Peter, 
for we have a hard task ahead. After a 
pull of some six hours we will land and re- 
pose ourselves upon the bank.' 

* And how long will the whole journey to 
the clearing employ us ?' asked the land- 
lord. 

*For the matter of that,' said Carl, * we 
will perform it as speedily this way as upon 
horseback. 

* Then it will take us two days,' 

* Certamly as long.' 

' Did you agree upon any signals with 
Viola ?' 
« Of course I did.' 

* That she will know our arrival ?* 

* Yes.' 

* And how it will rejoice her heart, when 
1^6 knows that we have arrived,' said the 
landlord. 

* Aye ! It will repay me for all the toil,' 
said CarL < The poor thing will be almost 
Imide hendfl' 



And with a similar vein of discourse, to 
while away the long, tedious hours of the 
night, the two travellers proceeded. They 
relieved each other at the labor of the oars, 
and made a fine headway. About the first 
hour in the morning they effected a land- 
ing, and after securing the boat, they laid 
down in a thicket to obtain a little needftil 
slumber. Before the morning song of 
the birds had commenced, they were again 
passing on their way. 

The sun was some distance upon the 
western hill-tops when they reached the 
place -where the mountain road diverged 
from the bank. Then they consumed more 
than an hour in concealing the skifi^, and 
in making preparations for their departure 
through the wood. 

At length they set out, their hearts beat- 
ing high at the prospect of a successful mis- 
sion. 

* Didn't I tell you,* said Carl, turning to 
Peter, who was grumbling at the perver- 
sity of the rugged and tortuous way, * didn't 
I tell you it was the devil .?' 

* Aye, my worthy friend, and you did not 

lie,' 

* Never mind, Peter,' Carl continued, * all 

the good things of this life are only attaina- 
ble by toil.' 

' Oh, you are a philosopher,' puffed the 
landlord, wiping the perspiration from his 
brow. 

* Something of a one. But keep your 
courage, man ; to-morrow wa will have the 

gal.' 
And the comrades steadily pursued their 

journey.' 

(t was near the dawning of another day 
ere they came within sight of the clearing. 
Then Carl, who was in advance, halted, 
and pointing to the dingy cabins, exclaimed : 

* Look there, Peter.' 
And the landlord looked. 

* I see nothing,' he said. 

* Not there, but yonder.' 

* Oh !— aye.' 

< Well, that's the gal's quarters.' 

* It can't be.' 

* It's the truth,' 

* But Carl ' 

«Na bats^ i Iter. If i 
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not dead, she's there— there in one of them 
wigwams.' 

Peter was surprised. 

( We cannot give her the signals to-night' 

'No.' 

'Then we will secrete ourselves.' 

' Yes, and sleep until the sun rises. But 
first of all, let me approach the hut occu- 
pied by Viola, and leave a mark that she 
will recognise. You remain here.' 

And Carl cautiously approached a clump 
of buslies near one of the small windows of 
Viola's cabin, and from a twig he suspend- 
ed a very small white cloth with which he 
was provided. 

' That'll tell her the story—that's an elo- 
quent document,' he muttered, as he return- 
ed to Peter, 

' Come,' he said to the landlord, ' now 
follow me, but be careful of the dried 
brush, we must now be cautious.' 

And Carl led his companion to a small 
narrow ravine, some half a mile baycnd the 
clearing. 

' You see,' lie said, * I know this place in 
particular. Fve slept here, and the lodg- 
ings were not uncomfortable, and we'll try 
em again. It don't matter a great deal 
where a weary man sleeps.' 

llie jaded landlord assented to this as- 
sertion at once. The companions accord- 
ingly seated themselves and slept soundly 
until morning. Then they awoke and par- 
took of some of the provisions with which 
their pockets were amply stored. 

Whilst they were partaking of their food 
in the ravine. Viola and her maid were 
quitting their couches in the cabin. 

^*^e maiden was indeed wan and thin, as 
Carl had said. There was no bloom upon 
her cheek, no lire in her eye, no red upon 
her lips. She was languid, drooping, spi- 
ritless ! 

' Sarah,' she said, ^ look at the bush again, 

though it will add but another disappoint- 
ment to those I linve already endured. 
Poor Carl! he has a feeling and a true 
heart, yet in tliis instance I fear he has 
promised more than he can perform.' 

* Yuu ore despondent,' replied Sarah. * 1 
would risk my life upon Carl, and I am sure 
he will not tail ni. Bomething hu oc- 



curred to detain him, but he will be here.' 

' Perhaps he may,' said Viola, ' but it was 
D'ain enough from her tones that hope did 
not animate her. 

As soon as Sarah had completed; her 
very simple toilet, she ran to the clunip of 
bushes. 

Almost weeping from an excess of joy, 
she hastened back to the cabin, bearing 
Carl's signal with her. 

She threw herself into a chair, exclaim- 
ing: 

* They have come ! Here is the aignaL' 
And she held up the white rag. 

A violent trembling seized Viola. The 
blood rushed back upon her heart, and she 
sank down upon the side of her bed, mur- 
muring : 

* God be thanked ! I am not yet de- 
serted !' 

' Did I not tell you Carl was true ?' cried 
Sarah, triumphantly. 'I knew, he would 
not desert us ? 

* I did not doubt his disposition,' replied 
Viola, * only his ability. He is here, and I 
am rejoiced.' 

< And I, too,' said Sarah. ' If we can 
only escape from this wretched and lonely 
place ; I would bid defiance to Hans Van 
Kempen and his guard of British soidieFS.' 

' But whither can we ^y ?* asked Viola, 
* the question has occurred to me for the 
first time.' 

* No doubt but Carl has provided a 
place, it must have been an important con- 
sideration in his plans ' 

Viola thought of Bryan Blonday, bat then 
her maiden modesty reroiled at the bare 
thought of applying to him for protection. 

* Let Carl decide it,' she said, * I will 
cheerfully trust to his arrangements, as I 
have often done before.' 

With the utmost alacrity, Sanh set about 
preparing tiie morning meal. Viola awist- 
ed as for as in her power, but afler the food 
was provided she partook but sparingly. 

She could not think of physical wants. 
Her heart was too full. There was an op* 
portunlty for escape at hand. 

The meal waa therefore aveiy brief one. 
Am soon as it was over, Sarah pmpomA a 
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departure for the ravine, for there they had 
agreed to meet Carl, but Viola, thougfh 
equally impatient as her servant, had more 
discretion. 

* Not yet,' she said, * we must carefully 
avoid all conduct that would excite the sus- 
picion of our guard, if we mean to succeed. 
We will remain in the cabin until our usual 
time of walking out' 

A moment's reflection convinced Sarah 
that this was the proper course, and she 
readily assented. 

But the time hung heavily upon the hands 
of both. Anxiously did they watch the 
sun in its progress, and it was with feel- 
ings of joy that they saw it approach their 
usual hour for exercise. 

* Now,' said Viola, putting on her bonnet 
and shawl with tremblihg eagerness, * we 
will visit Carl.' 

And they left the cabin and walked 
leisurely toward the , ravine, occasionally 
while in sight of the clearing stopping to 
pluck a hardy fall flower, or to examine 
with great apparent minuteness some fra- 
grant shrub. 

In this manner they passed on, almost 

unobserved, and reached the wished-for 
spot without exciting a suspicion. 

* God bless your little souls,' exclauned 
Carl, starting up eagerly, and forgetting his 
discretion in the intensity of his excite- 
ment *Then you have discovered the 
signal. You have tarried so long, that I 
was fearful you had not observed it, or 
that it had been misplaced.' 

Viola explained the cause of their delay. 

« Well thought of,' cried Carl. « I could 
not have managed the matter better had I 
been with you.' 

* You are complimentary,' said Viola. 

' Not at all,' said Carl, ' but answer me 
quickly. Has your courage failed, or are 
you yet determined to try an escape ?' 

* The escape, by all means.' 

* Didn't I tell you so ? said Carl, turning 
toward Peter, who was considerably abashed 
in the presence of the women. 

*You did,' replied Peter, *butl needed 
not that assurance. I know not who would 
wish to tany in the wilderness ' 
^ 'All things are prepared— amply and 



snugly prepared,' said Carl, once more di- 
recting his conversation to Viola. • There 
is only one difllculty in the way, and that 
cannot be avoided.' 

*And what is that? 

' Can you and Sarah endure the fatigue 
of walking to the river? There a boat 
awaits you.' 

* Fear not for us, Carl,' replied Viola, 
* we can endure everything to escape firom 
our horrid imprisonment' 

* Then you are safe. Myself and Peter 
will lend you all the assistance in our 
power,' 

* And to-night ^ 

* Yes, certainly,' interrupted Carl. * To- 
night we make the efibrt. Let it be at as 
early an hour as possible, for time is val- 
uable.' 

* Ten o'clock?' 

* Or earlier.' 

* It would not be safe to venture earlier,' 
replied Viola. ^ It will be at a time when 
our little community is still.' 

* Let it be at that hour then. Peter has a 
watch, but how we can tell that hour after 
the darknem has set in. is more than I can 
determine. We must venture, however, 
You meet us in the wood beyond the clear- 
ing and toward the river. Let your prepa- 
rations be few. You will need no pro- 
visions, for that is already provided for. 
Remember that the lighter your load is, the 
greater will be your speed.' 

* We will act discreetly,' said Viola, * and 
now that we understand each other, we 
will separate. I do not wish to excite a 
suspicion in the minds of the guard.' 

< Right,' said Peter. ' The old fable 
teaches us that caution is the parent of 
safety. Carl and myself will remain close- 
ly concealed.' 

And after the interchange of friendly 
greetings, Viola and Sarah returned to 
the clearing, and Carl and Peter once more 
secreted themselves. 

To both parties, the watchers in the wood 
and the women in the cabin, the day was 
long and tedious, although it was bright 
and balmy. It wore away, however, and 
u the appointed boor approached Carl 
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and the landlord moved up to the forest, i surprise, * do not you accompany ns ? De 
on the river side of the cabins. I we part here ? 

' Yes. My further assistance is not 
needed. I must return to Van Keropen^s 



Here they awaited the arrival of the 

women. 
As might be expected, the meeting was 

not unnecessarily delayed. As soon as 
the soldiers and the inhabitants of the 
village had retired, Viola and her ser- 
vant left their dingy prison, and with the 
caution and furtivene.-s of fear and hope, 
crossed the clearing and joined their friends. 

' Now comes the trial !' said Peter, seiz- 
ing the arm of Sarah. ^ If you can only 
endure a walk to the river, over this rough 
road and through these dark woods, your 
escape is certain !' 

'Fear not I' replied the courageous girl, 
' we are, at all hazards, determined upon 
the attempt' 

And they started upon the tedious jour- 
ney, Carl iand Viola leading the uneven 
way. 

Neither Peter or his friend, had exagge- 
rated the difficulties of the path, or the 
fatigue the fragile women must undergo. 
Th«?y bore up nobly, however, but they 
were weak, weary, and faint, when their 
longing eyes first caught a glimpse of the 
bright waters of the river. 

The sun was high up, and Peter and Carl 
were in a fever of excitement The boat 
was immediately unmoored, and dragged 
from her concealment, and the women 
seated within it 

* Now,' cried Peter, as Carl stepped into 
the boat, ' bring out the Hollands. After 
this night's labor it is needed.' 

Carl obeyed this injunction not unwil- 
lingly. The women were compelled to 
partake of the exhilirating beverage, and 
Carl and Peter took hearty potationb. When 
the keg was deposited in its place, the 
landlord said : 

' Now God bless you all ! And may your 
fhrther journey be as prosperous as your 
recent one has been arduous !' 
*But,' exclaimed Viola in the greatest 



Castle. Carl will conduct yon to a place 
of safety, and to one who can and will pro- 
tect you better than either of us !' 

A meaning smile overspread the land- 
lord s countenance. 

Carl returned Peter's adieu, and then 
dashed his oars into the water. The boat 
moved off up the stream, and Peter entered 
the broad path, and started for his hone at 
a brisk pace, 

' And whither are we bound, Carl ?' asked 
Viola. 

* To our place of safety— our place -ci 
security, and the only one that ofiere at 
this time!' 

* But where ? 
< To the Camp of the Blue Brotheriiood I* 

Sarah uttered a joyous exclamation, but 
Viola was silent She felt, however, a 
tumult of delicious emotions. 

She should see Biyan Blonday ! Perhaps 
too, she thought, they would meet never to 
part again. She felt that she would no 
longer oppose Bryan's desires for an imm^ 
diate union, if he mentioned the subject to 
her. 

Carl was fatigued from his night's exer- 
tions, but he never plied his oars more 
vigorously. 

He did not relax his exertions until the 
sun was low in the west, and then he 
effected a landing, determined to refresh 
himself with a quantity of his provisions, and 
another pull at the Hollands. 

The women were also fatigued, and in 
need of refreshment 

The stores were accordingly spread under 
the branches of a hemlock, and the little 
party enjoyed a sylvan repast 

As soon as the meal was concluded, the 
voyage was again continued, and with 
newed ardor. 
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BRTAN BLOND AT. 



Throuohoct the sacnmer of 1777, tJio 
Blue Brotherhood were uneirployed, if \re 
except B few nnimportaiit eicunions 
through the country, until (he disastrous 
atteiDjit af thegojlant but unfortunate Her- 
kimer tontiae the siege of FortStanwis, 

In tbia bioodf &iid obatintte action the; 
participated, and were most shockingly cut 
to pieces. After the retreat of St. Ledger 
uidhis barbarous hordes, they returned to 
tiieir encampment 

Id the afternoon of a day in October, a 
pKtj of Bi^diera, who were amusing theni- 
aelves on the banks of ihe river, discovered 
ft skiff approaching them. It was impelled 
by asin^e oarsman, yet it proceeded swin. 
]y through the waUr, showing tbeboatniaQ 
to be both strong aoJ skilfuL 

The sports of the Brolhen were discon- 
tinued, and they watched the approach of 
tbeskifil 

At length they discovered, that in addi- 
tion to the oarsman, the boat contained two 
women ! 

What could it mean ? 

it was a singular way of journeying in 
that troublesome time. 

As the skiff neared them, it approached 
the shore, and it soon became clear that ils 
inmotet intended to land. 

When the little vessel reached the shore, 
a voice hailed : I 

■ Is this the encampment of the Blue I 
Brotberliood P I 

^. *A]rerreipoDdedaaoIdiar. 



'Then we are friends.' 

And Carl Kuipper leaped ashore, and as- 
sisted the females to quit the boat He 
then secured his craA in safety, and said: 

'Thank God! our journey is done!' 

The soldiers gathered around the strange 

At length one ot them recognised Cad, 
and said: 

< It is our guide at Van Kraipen's Castle !* 

' Aye r said Carl, with » tone and air of 
pride ; 'I was your guide on the night you 
released Bryan Blonday !' 

The Blue Brothera, one and all, swore tliat 
he was a. capital fellow ! 

'Then conduct me to your quaitenl* 

This was cheerfully done. 

In the great room of the barracks, the 
room in which he had been initiated as one 
of the Brotherhood, Bryan Blonday was 
seated, with his hoeom friend, Captain 
Drake. 

Tbey were discouraing about the attack 

I the jail the night that Bryan was libe- 
rated. 

Their attention was Bnally drawn to the- 
sound of voices in another room- 
Show me Bryan Blonday ]* exclaimed 
Carl Knipper. 

Bryan recogniaed the voice. 

He leaped from the ctiair, esclauning l 

' It ia my old friend, Carl Knipper,' 

'Who 7 i^d Drake. 
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'¥our guide across the ford, on the very 
night we were conversing about' 

Whilst Bryan was yet speaking, the door 

was opened, and Carl advanced into the 

room! 
One arm sapported the trembling form of 

Viola Fordham, and upon the other leaned 

Sarah Fielding ! 

A ghost from the grave could not have 
surprised Bryan Blonday more completely. 

He gazed for a moment, in doubt, but he 
could not be mistaken ! It was Viola — 
his loved, his own Viola ! 

He rushed towards her, and she fell faint- 
ing into his arms. 

Again she was pressed to the bosom of 
her lover. 

Captain Drake at once perceiveil the 
state of the case, and ordered the room to 
be cleared. When the last straggler had 
left, he departed himself, and closed the 
door. 

Viola soon revived. 

After months of suffering and anguish, 
•he was again with Bryan, was free frAn 
the power of Hans Van Kempen ! 

Bhe wept fireely. 

And Bryan — he of the stout heart and 
stubborn will, he felt it impossible to re- 
strain his emotions, and he mingled his 
tears with hers. 

They were tears of joy. 

We shall not attempt to describe the in- 
terview. • It continued for two long hours, 
but to the lovers they were very brief. 

Bryan opened the door, and called for 
Captain Drake. 

The Captain presented himself. 

* I have a favor to ask of you !* Bryan said. 

* Name it,* said Drake. 

* I desire to be united to this woman, who 
has loved me long and truly. I am also re- 
solved to be wed in the little chapel at Van 
Kempen's castle. For a bridal party I de- 
sire the attendance of the Blue Brotherhood, 
one and all !' 

'Bravo!' cried the Captain. 'By my 
sword and commission ! you shall be grati- 
fied ! It will be a glorious revenge !' 

' Then, in the morning we will depart for 
the settlement' 

' Aye ! and if the woishipfblPatroQii has 



erected another prison, it shall serve for 
another bonefire of rejoicing !' 

And Drake retired, and announced the 
intentions of Bryan. 

, Again the boisterous troops rent the air 
with shouts : 

* Htazah ! fir Bryan Blonday !* 

With the dawn of the day the troopers 
were upon the move the next morning. 
Horses were provided for the delighted 
Carl and and his party, and the wedding 
procession moved gaily and briskly forward, 
with the bugler at their head. 

On the afternoon of the second day from 
their departure, the Blue Brotherhood cross- 
ed the ford, and galloped up to the door of 
the chapel, in Van Kempen^s settlement. 

Here the whole command came to a halt, 
and in a moment the village was aroused 
by the startling huzsah : 

' Htazah ! fir Bryan Blonday ? 

' What in the name of mercy does this 
mean?* exclaimed Peter Schnapps, who 
was sitting in his room, conversing with 
Bellamy and Fozale. He ran to the doof, 
and as he gazed upon the unexpected spee- , 
tacle, he said : 

* In the name of the preacher ! come here, 
gentlemen !' 

Fozzle and Bellamy obeyed the request. 
As they caught a view of the Brother- 
hood, the shout again went up : 

* Huxzah ! fitr Bryan Monday!* 

One of the troopers dismounted, and 
walked rapidly towards the house of the 
Priest of the settlement 

Peter at once comprehended the meaning 
of the strange scene. 

'A wedding!' he cried, and without 

waiting for an explanation, he ran to the 

church. 
Before he reached it, however, the Priest 

was within the altar, and Bryan and Viola 

were before it 

Peter rushed into the church, and, regard- 
less of the sacred nature of the place, so 
great was his excitement, he shooted i 

' Hmzak ! fw Bryan BUnday f 

A laugh from the troopers followed^ but 
the cereaiony proceeded. 

Bryan and Viola were united. 

The fondling had passed thiough. 
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scene of excitement and another awaited 
him.] 

He was conducted to the inn of Peter 
Schnapps, and introduced to his mother 
Here Uie mystery of his birth was explain- 
ed to him, and he was informed that the 
estates of Van Kempen^s Castle were his 
own. The House of Delegates had con- 
Srmed his title, and Hans was already dis- 
possessed. 

The whole party, and in fact the whole 
settlement, adjourned to the castle, where 
the weddingr was celebrated after the man- 
ner of the olden time ! 



A few words more and we have done. 

Carl Knipper lived and died a member of 
Bryan's family, not in the capacity of a ser- 
vant, but as an equaL 

Hans died a few months afler the change 
in his fortune. 

The descendants of Peter Schnapps are 
yet inn-keeping, in the neighborhood of the 

settlement 

Fielding and his wife, and the foster sis- 
ter of Bryan, were duly cared for by him, 
and they had often cause to be thankful for 
their parental kindness to the FouNDLiire 
or THE Mohawk. 
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ADVENTURES OP A NIGHT. 



Imagine a young mun, possiblv with an 
outward appearance of even boyish youth — 
give him powers and habits both of intense 
study and extreme dissipation, — manners 
displaying at once the refinement tlAt edu- 
cation must always preduce, and the coane 
ness of what I fear I must call libertinism ; 
the look of conscious knowledge beyond 
others, as much of the recondite truths of 
science as of all the tricks and dodfi^es of 
the town, an air of pride, likewise, and per- 
haps of poverty ; clothe him in a pea-jacket, 
a rusty black stock, with no shirt visible, 
and trousers strapped down over his shoes. 
Then add a big stick, and you will possess 
a tolerably correct notion of a medical stu- 
dent 

He studies, probably, at a school several 
hundred miles from his home. He is young, 
and his own master; at once, and for the 
first time, thrown on his own resources, and 
far from the advice and control of his friends. 
Dissection, by making him habitually fami- 
liar with all of mortal nature that men have 
been wont to hold in awe, renders him, in 
time, an utterly reckless and re^dless be- 
ing ; while the temptations to sin, and nu- 
merous and poweiful indeed they are, by 
which he is surrounded on all sides, can 
hardly fail to demoralize, for a time, a mind 
already so strongly predisposed to their in- 
fluence. But if rakish conduct be excusa- 
ble in any one, surely it is in him, consi- 
dering that in a short year or two he settles 
into the quiet and strictly moral and exem- 
plary medical practitioner. 

I have known a young man of this class, 
who frequently passed forty-eight hoars of 
time at a spell without closing hig eyes in 
aleep^ and it was a perfect matter of indif- 



ference to him, as far as inclination went, 
whether he passed it in arduous study— pos- 
sibly of a question in science that requind 
the talent of a master to catch even t 
glimpse of— or spent it in the pursuit of fli- 
riooB fun, roystering and devUmenti Eqotl- 
ly alert have I seen one at Chemistry and 
cricket. Physiology or football, Suivei^ | 
and singlestick, nulling and Materia Medh ^ 
ca, Doctoring and drinking; these varioai | 
accomplishments being diversified by the 
occasional efiusion of a sonnet to bbr it 
home, or the insertion of an article in one 
of the magazines, with the view of nising 
a sovereign or two when cash was at ebb. 
Among this class the spirit of adventore 
and romance still lingers, ere she take her 
final flight from earth to heaven, before the 
advancing deluge of decency and matter of 
fact Among Qiem, disguises and rope- 
ladders are not yet extinct, and assigna- 
tions, encounters, and hairbreath escapes 
are of nightly occurrence. But listen to 
this young fellow. 

* I studied for a year at the Univenity of 
Glasgow, in the north. A medical ednca* 
tion is to be had there cheap enough, and 
of excellent quality. My friende, cominff 
to be aware of these facts, packed me off 
thither, nor did I feel much inclination mj- 
self to revolt at the measure. It is a large 
town, very densely populated, and veiy 
wealthy withal, for manuftctnring aaA 
trading, which have separately enriclied 
separate cities, have hm combined their 
resources, and in the factoiy dietricti of 
the city the femide population iatothe male 
as the proportion of five to one. Wliea 
you take each and all of leoe poioli iate 
dueo entioDiToawiUponemihU A 
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at all a very repulsive place to a 
al student For my own part I drop- 
to the heart of a select circle of 
I, a regular clique, equally prepared 
atever might turn up of an evening — 
tudy, oysters, larking, or love-making, 
•ed to honor with our patronage a pe- 
bouse of entertainment, where the 
were ravished with whiskey-punch, 
1 ale, and the notes of a horrible old 
, dignified with the name of piano, 
in that identical street where dwelt 
oe Baillie Nicol Jarvie, of high his- 
une. 

n this classic haunt I emerged, one 
in company with a few others of the 
alluded to, and in a state of mental 
lon which, I believe, it would puzzle 
nscendalist to analyze or classify. 
mpanions left me with the avowed 
on of seeking their several homes — 
3r they did or not I am unable to say 
jTself, I expressed a purpose of a si- 
lature, and as soon as they were out 
it, diverged away through the dark 

of the sleeping city, without any 
^ly definable object in view, but de- 
ted to ramble along as chance should 

and follow out the first thing in the 
'adventure that might turn up. 
as a fine mild night for the senaon, 
I staggered along, my thoughts got 
nd more dreamy and confused, and as 
lily lost all idea of my whereabouts, 

time threading the windings of a 
t another lost in the yawning depths 
3se, or haply floundering among the 
tions of a house in the progress of 
built; now exchanging greetings 
}me lorn wight, zigzagging his way 
ard, anon saluted by a grim-visaged 
an of the night, and reminded that 

music hath charms, they are not 
Uy held to be of the soporific kipd. 
ngth I emerged into a wide open 
vhich I found myself utterly unable to 
ise. It was dark and lonely, the 
of stone, very lofty, rising dim, grey, 
id-like, with here and there a taper 
ering from a window, and the gas- 
itretching away in two approximating 
which became, to my bewildered 
confounded together in the distance, 
passengers were moving in difierent 
)f^t, their footsteps sounding hollow 
stinct through the deserted thorough- 
irhile inhere and there a watchnum, 
is will-o'wisp lantern, lounged at a 
, or disappeared up an alley, 
od bolt upright, steadying myself in 
idle of the causeway, mustering all 
ts to my aid in order to come to a 
; idea as to my precise position on 
irt. Presently I odsrd a clock chime, 



then the half-hour called, and after a while 
a distant rumbling sound. Tt increased 
louder and louder, nearer and nearer, when 
at once, ere I was aware, a carriage rushed 
furiously round a corner, and flying rapidly 
on, was all but over me as I stood. The 
wheels grazed my elbow, and it was past 
me in an instant. I cast a look after it as 
it went Thereupon my mind flew home- 
ward, and away back to the days of my 
childhood, and 1 minded how my little bro- 
ther and I, when going to school, long ago, 
used to jump up behind coaches, carts, and 
vans, and get whirled along in beautiful 
style. A chaise may travel fast, but thought 
travels faster, and all this had passed through 
my mind ere the vehicle vvas gone twenty 
feet from me. Acting from the impulse of 
the moment I made a sudden bolt after it, 
by a sharp run caught hold of the springs, 
and with a bound swung myself up, and 
got seated very snugly upon the hind axle. 

And a trick of this sort was just the^thing 
which at that time I took delight in. I was 
abot seventeen years of age, a very slight, 
agile little fellow, much slighter than I am 
now, and as active and alert as a cat, very 
fond of fun, and very careless how I came 
by it I wore a kind of tight-fittinff sur- 
tout of pilot cloth, single-breasted, and but- 
toning up to tho chin, with no collar ybr any 
one to hold on hy^ and having in front be- 
low the waist, two immense pockets, pos- 
sessed of nooks and ramifications innume- 
rable, the correct typography of which was 
known only to myself. In these I carried 
books, instruments, and sometimes other 
things not so easily named. Along with 
these a pair of shoes lacing on the instep, 
and a blue cap without lining of any des- 
cription, formed altogether an equipment 
very suitable to the character of the wearer. 

Away we rattled along the rough pave- 
ment, the sparks glancing from the stones 
as the wheels flew over them. The motion 
was most exhiliratin^, and I began to feel 
perfectly happy in me excitement and no- 
velty of the adventure. I watched the 
street lamps as they streamed away in a 
line, one after another, to the rear ; now 
and then a watchman or passenger caught 
my eye, standing to look at us while we 
were whirled away, and on the instant had 
left them far behind. Now I had no idea 
where we were going, nor did I much care 
— all I wished was that it might be some 
distance. Presently I got hold of a lucifer, 
and lighting a Cuba, was speedily in the 
sevenUi heaven of tsnjoyment Still more 
and more swiftly flew die carriage ; twelve 
miles an hour i am sure was under die speed 
we were travelling at, and the more rapid- 
ly it flew the more rapidly I puflled, till 
toe fiig end of the cigar dropped from my 
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mouth, and I looked about me. My head 
was anything but clear, I must confess ; 
but siill I could make out that the town 
with its gas, its stony pavement, and tall 
houses, had > een left behind ; and while 
we were flying along a smooth Macada- 
mized road, [ could see the great trees by 
its sides, like dim shadows, gliding away to 
the rear, as the moon looked through a big 
fleecy cloud, like a fair lady through a 
jalousied window. 

I began now to feel a little anxiety. I 
had not the slightest notion what road it 
was we were coursing along, or where it 
led to, or how I was to get back to my 
snug lodging, to be ready for lecture next 
morning I began to ruminate, hut still as 
I ruminated the vehicle was whirlincr me 
along, farther and farther into the dilemma. 
At last I came to the highly commendable 
and student-like resolution of leaving it all 
to luck, and yielding myself up altogether 
to the spirit of the adventure. When I bad 
done so I felt marvellously comforted and 
once more at ease, while the delicious un- 
certainty of what was to befall me again 
took possession of my mind. I bent back 
as I sat, and holding on by the straps look- 
ed up to the sky, watching the clouds as 
they darkened over the fnce of the moon, 
and listening to the wind thdt was shaking 
the trees by the wayside, and rushing away 
with a winnowing sound up the heavens. 

* How many miles to go now, Thomas P 

^ Eleven of road, sir, and about a mile 
and a half of avenue.' 

The other voice said something in an 
impatient tone, and the vehicle moved 
slightly upon its springs, as if the speaker 
was accompanying his grumbling with a 
corresponding shrug. Shortly the turnpike- 
man appeared with a lantern, and we dashed 
away along the road once more. 

We miuht have gone a couple of miles, 
when I felt the speed slacken again. I 
looked out and saw some horses standing 
before what 1 judged to be a little road-side 
inn, from tlie square sign-board that was 
swinging half across the way. Several I 
men were lounging about with lanterns, 
while a bright stream of light issued from 
the open door of the house. I immediately 
dropped to the road, and walked alon? close 
by the hedgre. The coach stopped before 
the inn, ancf while four fresh horses were 
being harnessed to it, a girl emerged with 
0ome refreshments, which she presented to 
an elderly gentleman who sat in it The 

emtboys addressed him by the title of 
ocior, but I could not say I had ever seen 
him before — at ail events he was not one of 
the lecturing doctors at the schools. Pre- 
sently the word was given, * all right,' and 
away they went I S/A walked on a little 



way, and as soon as the carriage came put 
I chased it again, and jumping up, resumed 
my seat. 

For more than an hour we rattled along 
with unabated velocity, when on a sudden 
we turned abruptly into another road, with 
a sharpness that all but unseated me, mi- 
king the vehicle oscillate violently uponiti 
straps. It was narrow, full of mts, and 
overhung with immense dark trees ; we 
jostled along this for a mile or two, up hill 
and down again, round angles, and over 
bridges, till we stopped before a very mif- 
niflcent gateway, with a porter's lodge bt- 
side it — of Gothic architecture — a nKMt 
princely entrance altogether. The km 
carved iron gates were thrown wide, ue 
horses sprang forward, and through we 
went, the motion being so rapid, aud the 
darkness so great, that the porter, boned 
with his keys, did not observe me shrink- 
ing in behind. 

We were now on a smooth avenue, skirl- 
ing an immense park, dottied with treea, 
with their branches sweeping down to the 
very grass, while 1 could see animals like 
deer, starting out from under them as we 
ratt ed past On the one side of the ave- 
nue was a close plantation of large trees, 
their stems surrounded by dense bushes. 

I began now to entertain some seriooB 
misgivings about the issue of the afiair. ^ 

* Here*8 a nice predicament to be caojOT 
in !' thought I ; * what account could I give 
of myself now, or who would beliewe mer 
What will they do if they catch me f A 
precious scrape I have got myself into fa 
no end or purpose. This will never do, 
by Jove !' 

And disengaging myself from mv perch, I 
dropped to the ground, and fell aside dinonf 
the bushes of me plantation, while the ve- 
hkle was speedily whirled away out of 
sfht and hearing. 

I sat me down upon a stone, and in soli- 
tude and darkness began with a heavy heart 
to bewail the absurdity of my sitoation. 

* Here am I,' quoth 1 to myself, * lume l l— 
twenty miles from home, in the noddle if 
the night, God knows where, and with If 
much? ah! let me see.' 

1 began searching my pocketSi ttid wih 
a rigid scrutiny, made out the fldlowinfflli- 
ventory of their contents. A hnn^aichfi 
a little silver lancet-case, containing ftv 
of these lethal weapons, a small priilBd 
note from a kind uncle of nAa% awMlv^ 
edging my committal to his care oft 
Mackintosh, the bones of the hand oft 
skeleton, wrapfped up in a piece of bravi 
paper, a thin little book entitled *Spaihi 
from the wheel of a man wot ^nday' i 
fourpenny piece with a hole in it, a eherost 
(right Manilla) brokmi in two bj ~ 
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upon, and a letter from her, and I kissed the 
paper, sweet Eliza Biister ! 

With a deep sigh I restored these valua- 
bles to their former quarters, and giving 
scope to my imagination, hesAH to ponder 
upon the strangeness and folly of the ad- 
venture. 

' All my comrades,' thought I, ^ are now 
snug in their beds, and here am I, cold and 
alene, where I have no business to be — 
never was before — and with the help from 
Heaven never will be again. What's to 
be done ? Shall I lay me down among the 
bulges till day-light, and then pad home a 
score of long Scots miles, or what the d — ^1 
■hall I do ? And then there's that fellow 
to ffet a new nose at the hospital to-morrow, 
and I meandering cold and hungry about 
tho country, all the while it's being so nice- 
ly shsped out and stuck on. Oh, murder ! 
isn't it provoking ? — Ha, hush ! — what was 
that 7* and I sprang to my feet in a panic of 
alarm, the hair rising on my head, my 
clothes feeling cold and rough upon my 
skin. 

It was the sound as of some one moving 
stealthily among the bushes, close beside 
me, followed by a kind of tiny groan. 

I listened attentively ; but all I could 
hear was the wind, and its sweeping rush 
high over the tree-tops, and presently the 
\ bark of a dog, faint, and far, far away. It 
was most lonely, and the fumes of the li- 
quor I had had over night bein? now com- 
pletely dissipated, I began to feel wofuUy 
desolate and at a loss. 

I had once more fallen away into cogita- 
tion, when 1 directly heard again the sound 
that formerly disturbed me. It was now 
plainer, and appeared to be a kind of sput- 
tering among^ the brushwood, and again 
there was the small cheeping infantile cry. 
My curiosity was now fairfy roused, ^d 
summoning up all the fortitude I could cmn- 
mand, I moved towards the spot it came 
from — step by step — after looking round to 
make sure of a clear retreat, while at the 
same time my heart was going, thump 
thump, aj'ainst my ribs, every beat vibrating 
up to my throat 

Presently the moon shone out brightly 
fhr a moment, between two passing clouds, 
and, by the aid of a few beams penetrating 
under the foliage, I was enabled to perceive 
a bare, caught by the leg in a snare of brass - 
wire, plant^ very nicely in the interstice 
between two thick bramble-bushes. 

My eye-^here was a discovery ! I paused 
a litUe, looking at the struggling animaL 

' What shalTl do with it f thought I. 

I took the creature up, kicking and spur- 
ring, ioto my anns. As I did so, I felt its 
little heart beating, and its breath panting 
away, as my own had been a few minntea 



before. My first resolution was magnani- 
mous. 

* I shall set it free,' said I. ' Go, poor 
wanderer of the wood and wild — liberty's a 
glorious feast!' 

* So is hare soup !' said a still, small voice 
within me ; not from my heart, I fear, but 
rather from the region of the stomach. 
*■ And Nancy at the Hen and Hatchet can 
cook it like an angel ; — and then with this 
tail to it,' said I, in continuation, ' the ad- 
venture will bear telling ; they can hardly 
laugh with their mouths full of soup. — 
* Puss,' now I turned to the trembler in my 
arms, * it's all up with you — prepare for 
death — had you as many lives as your 
namesake, you should die and be turned to 
soup ;' and here I began to ponder how I 
should commit the murder. 

Shifting the noose from its leg to its 
neck, I hauled tight, and waited to see it 
give up the ^host. But here certain rather 
unaccountable escapes I had had from 
drowning rose up in my mind, and a strange 
fellow-feeling possessed me. 

*No, puss,' said I, 'you shall not be 
hunff,' and I groped in my pockets for a 
kni^. 

But as the reader is in possession of the 
inventory of their contents, he will at once 
be aware that such an instrument was not 
come-at-able. The lancets, however, ob- 
truded themselves upon my hand, and I 
drew forth one of thein from the case, and 
began digdng about with it, sounding for 
poor puss's carotid artery. But as this 
mode of procedure seemed hardly nnore 
speedy or effectual than the former, I put 
the instrument into puss's medulla oblon- 
gata, at the back of her head, when she 
immediately stretched herself out, and cer- 
tainly died game. And I forthwith stuffed 
her body into one of the capacious pockets 
of my surtout 

But judge of my dismay when I at this 
moment heard two voices whispering toge- 
ther, apparently not many yards from my 
side. I stood rooted to the spot, and once 
more did absorbing terror take possession 
of me. 

What was I to do now? Was it the 
poachers that had set the snare, or the 
keepers that were searching for it? What 
would be my fate in either case ? For a 
moment my presence of mind and confi- 
dence in myself forsook me, and I gave 
myself up for lost ; but the next instant 
they rallied, and looked about for a way of 
escape. 

I was close to the foot of a tree — ^reach- 
ing up my hand, I touched a branch — it felt 
elastic, but secure. Catching hold of this, 
I slowly and gradually slung myself up, till 
Igotmycheit, and um my leg, upon it^ 
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and immediately I felt myself safe once 
moro^ I climbed a branch or two higfher 
into the tree, and waited, though with a 
beating heart, for whatever was coming. 

I now heard as if the owners of the voices 
were moving slowly from place to place 
among the brushwood. There were inter- 
vals of silence, and then the whispering and 
talking would begin, and anon there was a 
sound of foetsteps, picked slowly, as if 
groping among the bushes. 

After sifling about, hither and thither, 
they at length came to the root of the tree 
under where I sat I could dimly discern 
two figures, one of them a very large man, 
and the other a boy. This fact was further 
certified by the voices ; one being grufTand 
harsh, and with difficulty subdued to a 
whisper, the other childish and piping. I 
held my breath as the man stooped and 
groped about where I had caught the hare. 

He searched for a little, and then a ppar- 
ently getting hold of the turn and disar- 
ranged snare, he gave vent to a broadside 
of oaths which prefaced the following 
speech. 

' What the has been to do here, 

Jerry — has this been a tod,* or a brock,t or 
a doff ?' 

• What's out now father ?' said the other. 

* Why, the girn | I set here last night is 
all knocked to the deviV — here another oath 
or two — * ril have to stay and set it up again 
— so off you go home with what you have 
got ; and mind you go through tiie wood, 
and up the hunter's cairn — and don't be 
sneaking away by the holm — and telJ 
Madge to have the trouts fried for nie — do 
you hear.'* 

The boy went away, and as he went I 
thought I could see a dim somcthmg, like a 
large bundle, slun^^over his shoulder The 
old chap continued to stoop, now humming 
a scrap of a tune, and now muttering an 
imprecation, as he appeared to be twisting 
the wires once more into a tr.ip. 

I was sitting perched above him, waiting 
witii the utmost anxiety for his departure, 
and firaying heaven my situation wud not as .' 
plain to him as his was to me, when 1 heard 
a distant whistle from the direction of the 
park. He started to his feet, and stood mo- 
tionless. 

The whistle was repesited; there was a 
pattering as of small feet scampering over 
the grass, a loud, abrupt barking, rising | 
into a fierce snarhn^ yell, and ad >g sprang | 
at h s throat But niimediately there was i 
a sound as of a heavy body dashed violently 
against tiic stem of the tree — I felt the blow 
tlirill up to the brunch I sat on, and the dug 
lay a couple ot paces off, with its bock 

* Fuz. t Badger. X Noosed Uap. 



broken, writhing upon the grass, and howl- 
ing and yelping wih agony. 

The whistle sounded once more, accom- 
panied by a loud cry of * Here, Viper, Vi- 
per !' and presently came a noise of foot- 
steps, rapidly hurrying up, then pressing 
through the brushwood beneath me. 

A bright glare of light was now flashed 
upon the trapper, evidently from a dark 
lantern carried by the stranger, and 1 had 
a perfect view of him. He was about the 
middle height, with an exceedingly hrge, 
heavy body, and short, thick legs, a little 
bowed outwards. His chest was very 
broad — his arms long and extremely raos- 
cular. He had a siiort, bull neck, and a 
large, broad face, with cf^arse features, and 
bushy, dark eyebrows Hud whiskers. His 
head was bald, the white shining crown 
contrasting strongly with the deep, burnt, 
brown hue of his face. He stood with hi> 
fists doubled up in an attitude of defeocei 
one of them being raised to shield his eyes 
from the light At his feet lay the plaited 
wire of the snare, and a heavy broad cap of 
blue worsted stuff that had fallen from his 
head. 

* Have I caught you at last ?* said the 
stranger. 

'Yes, and you'll find me nothing bat a 
Tartar.' 

* It's no use — ^you must go down to the 
house.' 

* If I do, you'll have to carry me.' 

And laughing m defiance, he made a 
sudden kick with his foot, and rfashed the 
lantern to the ground I thought it was 
extinguished, but it was only broken ; and 
the oil, escaping among the dry leaves and 
catc'iitig fire from the wick, immediately 
shot up a bright flame, throwin r a red, un- 
earthly sort of light on every object around 
for0 few pices back — all beyond that being 
shrouded in a pall of thick darkness. The 
new comer, Hhorii I could now see plainly, 
appeared from his dress to be an iinder- 
garnekecper, or some such character. He 
was considerably taller than the other, very 
well uiade, and also an exceedingly power- 
ful man. He had a gun in his han :s, but it 
was evidently not loidcd, for he held it 
club wise, ready to strike down with the 
butt. 

* Will you come quietly, or must I fetch 
you ?' said he. 

* Fetch and be ," was the reply ; and 

the poacher sprancf at him. He rnisiod the , 
gun, and it would have descended with fear- 
ful force on his antagonist's skull, but that it 
struck against the branch of the tree over- 
head, the one by wnich I had swung my- 
self up to my present position. The next 
instant both had grappled together, and a 
fierce struggle ensued, accoin|4inied with 
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curses and hideous epithets applied to each 
other. 

It was a most strangle and terrific scene 
alto^her. These two men of gigantic 
strength locked in fUrious strife, their fuces 
giving expression to every mad passion, 
while the red flame from the broken lantern 
threw its ruddy phantasinagorial glare upon 
tfaem, making them look like fien£ contend- 
ing amid a region of Are. 

1 watched Uiern with fearful, yet absorb- 
ingr attention, with feelings of awe, dread, 
and overpowering curiosity, tumultuous 
and scarcely bearable. 1 marked their 
8Wf ating brows and straining muscles as 
they straggled hither and thither, now one, 
now the ouier seeming to have the advan- 
tage. I hearkened to Uieir laboring breath, 
to their oaths, and* horrible threats and de- 
nunciations ; while to add to the wildness 
of the picture, the dog, broken-backed and 
powerless, lay wriggling about on the grass 
close by, its eyes glenming with pain and 
rage, barking and yelling from out of its 
foaming mouth, a fearful accompaniment to 
the conflict 

At once, the gun, which appeared to be 
the immediate object of contention, flew 
from between tliem, and fell among the 
bushes a little to one side, while at the 
same moment a heavy blow was dealt upon 
tlie throat of the poacher, and he staggered 
back. It was but an instant, however, for 
the next he rushed upon his opponent with 
renewed ferocity, and they were again join- 
ed in mutual strife. 

' You banished my boy !* was ground out 
from the compressed lips of the trapper. 

' Yes, and I'll send you after the cub — if 
I don*t — ' an oath completed the sentence. 

A bitter laugh was the response, accom- 
panied by a powerful wrench of the other's 
body, that appeared almost to bend him 
double. He stood it out, however, and 're- 
turned it by a second blow, dealt with hia 
whole strength upon his opponent's neck. 
But in tlie act of doing this, he had laid 
laid himself fearfully open 'to him. The 
poacher grasped him at once round the 
middle, and twisting him like a sapling 
across liis haunch, with a wild cry of tri- 
umph leaped high in the air, and they fell 
heavily to the ground, the keeper under- 
mcst and he over him, with his knee sunk 
into his stomach. 

* Now,' he cned out, ' Fll make an end of 
this — ^you have been the curse of my life— 
ril be the finisher of yours.' 

But the keeper shortly appeared to re- 
cover from the stunning effects of his fail, 
and, grappling at his throat, struggled vi- 
olently. 

I thought he would at once have changed 
places with hiro, but the poacher maintain- 



ed his advantage, and kept him down.-— 
After a while, gasping for breath, he gave 
up the attempt 

* Let me up, Nathan,' he said, * and I will 
let you go.' 

A laugh of derision was the answer, as, 
after several tremendous blows, knocked 
into his face, his adversary, while he held 
him down with one hand, thrust the other 
into a side-pocket, and drew forth a large 
clasp-knife. When the prostrate man saw 
this, he screamed aloud, and made another 
desperate attempt to dislodge him as he sat 
upon his chest, but without avail. 

'Nathan — Nathan, don't murder me — 
have mercy!' 

* What mercy had you upon my son that 
you banished ? — eh, Judas r' 

* Oh, Nathan ! spare my life — mind when 
we were boys together !' 

*Ay, and do you mind when we were 
men together.' 

* Yes, Nathan, I have been your ruin, I 
own it— but spare me in mercy — we are old 
men now — don't take my life !' 

^ If I don't, may God take mine ! Ours 
has been a lifelong quarrel, and only death 
can end it Think on Alice Woodward 
now, — I would have made her an honest 
woman, you made her a ^ 

Yes ! you may rob a man qf all his pos- 
sessions, and in time he will forget and for- 
give; but come between him and her he 
loves, and he will pursue you to the grave. 
If one insult you, wound you, deprive you of 
your nearest friend, ofyour child even, your 
very first-born, it is possible to pardon — to 
pray for him. But if he has brought to ruin 
the woman your heart loves — her whom 
your fond youth idolized — who was the star 
of your hopes for this world and tlie next, 
can you forgive ? — is it in man's erring na- 
ture? 

White the dialogue went on, they strug' 
gled much, the brawny poacher holding 
down his victim, partly by pressing his chest 
against his, and partly with his left hand, 
which grasped his throat The knife he 
heM in^his * right, making attempts to open 
it with his teeth, but desisting at intervals 
to utter the sentences above related. At 
length he got the blade partly open, when 
the keeper, by a desperate wrench, catch- 
ing hold of his wrist, the spring went offj 
and with a loud snap the blade darted into 
its haft;, making a hideous slanting gash in 
his under lip, half severing it from the low- 
er jaw. 

The warm blood spurted over their hands 
and faces, a kind of thin tiny vapor arising 
from it in the cold night air. The wound- 
ed man tossed his head spasmodically back, 
and uttered a wild snort of intense agony* 

All this was shown me by the red| flick- 
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ering, flaring light from the lantern, which and I ran a litt'e. No, it's tbe other way ! 
wag now beginning to die out It wu in- Oh, how torturini^ whb that feeliof of un- 
deed a scene such u a man ma; be horri- certainty aud suapeaac in the loeeljr park ! 
fied with once in a lifatime. Iloohe^down 1 could have Bat dowa and cried in very 
in a paioxyani of intereat ttai wonder, cu- bitteroesa. At len^ih c&me a breath of 
lioaity and djead. I lost &11 consciouanesa wind, bearing loudly and diatinctly the 
of my own aituatioD, and seemed to have sound. I ran agriinat it with all my Hpeed, 
become part and parcel of the deadly strife and, in a minute or more, sawthemooD 
below. [l{eptcraningforward,6ndstretch- 1 ahinc on the bright yellow body of the 
ing end twisting myself to get a complete t^haiae I had so atiaogely travelled by, and 
view, when just hb the posclier had, wiih . it appeared to he rapidly approaching me. 
both his hands, succeeded in opening the A couple of minutes more, and I was seat- 
knife, and with a savage jell was waving it ed aecumly in my former position on the 
in the air, prior to plunging it into the . Iiind nle, and we were out through the 
throat of his advereary, whose loud and de- 1 jatc uud careering along the road. 
epairingcry of 'Murder!' was that moment I It was not long now, till, fagged and ex- 
piercing my ears, a small branch to which hauated, I fell into a broken and dreimj 
in leaning forward I had committed my j alumber, from which I was only awakened 
whole weight, snapped suddenly, and I by the hard jolting and rattling of the 
was precipitated lieijiht of ten feet right ^whe-ls over a pavement of stone, and found 
down upon them, and «e rolled over and »e were travelling alonglhe identical street 
over, ejttinguiahing tha liglit of the lantern that had so bothered my hraina five or six 
in the confusion. hours before. This atrert, by the rapid I* 

And now ensued a acatler— a regular advancing light of the morning, I was now 

Eanic seemed to have poe-eseed Che com- J enabled to recognise, and leaving my seat, 
itanta. Aa for myself, I can avow I was 1 hurried home, tumbled into bed lor an hour 
never in such a mania of fear in my life. „,. go, and then posted off to niomiDg lec- 
In a moment we were on our legs, and flying [ure^ 

like the wind in different directions. One I ,j,^^ ^^^j^ ^^^^^ ^ ^^ .^^ 
-Oie poacher probab y-rushed crushing j^^^ ^ ^.^^ ^^^ j^^^j^j ^^ ^^ft^^^^ 
and tearing tbrougl. tlie "wshes and was , ^^ ^ |^,^ ^^^^ -^ ^^ f ^(^^^ 
lost among the treca ; the other fled along , iriTong stiff and cold, but not aTil 
the avenue ; whilst I, putting trust m a pair | {^^ ^J^^ ^^ ^^ ;„ ^^^ ^f'^^^ unfathom- 
Of heels that had often saved my head, ' (,| ,,^^^ ^^ ^^^^^(^ j^ . 

coureed away out tl.rough the park, I knew , ^ ^ J,^^ j.^^ scepticism 'that she served for 

rnot whither. |^ ^^^^ supper to a se ect few,to whom, over 

I ran on and on, never looking behind ^ a tumbler of punch, {" toddy," aa otiier le- 
tlll I was btouRht to a stand by a broao genda sing,) 1 took tlie liberty of rehkting 
piece of water. I paused here, and stoop- {|,e adventure. 

me, bathed my hands and throbbing tern I „..,,, , . . .. 

pies with the clear, cold element-4 pn> B«t not tbe least cunona point wa«. tbit 
ceedin-r by which I woa miglitily refreafied. , ^^■'^ ^^ 'I'" ^'^y <='»'ld ' f-nn the least idea 
There was now a conaiderab e degree oi' I »« 'o "^"''^ ' ""^ "',^t ,?^,'"j~;"'"' **"' 
lii'ht, tlie moon shining freely out between f'"'' P^^ies to whose duello I had an singu- 
t;^ocIouda. Looking round, I could gee !"'? P'^^ <^ fi""- ■>' "^° "'",'»«f n"®"*" 
no living creature. I iislcned—wae that I '" "''"e carnage I had enjoyed Bucli aa 
llie wind ?-tlio soughing of trees, or the i eventful ride. 

distant ruaii of water P No ; nowil's overl Whether the poacher and keeper ever 
Hark again 1 It is — yes, the noise of a car- 'met again to settle their difference, I know 

riane it is, by Heaven! and I could nao'jnat — 1 should like to know, 1 confees Bot 

hear the sound of wheels and horses' feet i there was one of my friends, a serious, se- 
galloping over gravel. 1 aprar.g forward dale, sanctified sort of genius— Old Father 
again,und ran inthedirectionofthe Bound, llsaacaon, we iiped to c([il him — who told 
But presently it liecame fainter and leas jine tl.at night I liad niereiy been an instni- 
diatincL I am ruiming from it! — wiiere ir^ Imenl in tlio hand tf Providence for the prc- 
it!' 1 atood to listen, and again the mur- ventiun of u great crime; viz, uottiingW 
murroBcon the air. It is Qiis ditectioD,! tlian ,tfur^ .' 



